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THE WISH. 

BY WILLIAM DUNCOMBE, ESQ.*. 

IN A LETTERTO MR. NEEDLE R« 

SENT FROM CAMBRIDOEy 1709* 

/^ I would that fifter of th' Aonian choir, 
^^ Who pour'd oa Cowley's foul ccftatic fire. 
Inflame my bread, and tny weak fancy raifc, 
To foar, like him, in ^nthufiaftic lays, 
Smooth as the Cam my tuneful vcrfe fliould flow, 
Not fwell too high, nor ever fink too low j 
Like him I boldly would afcend the &y, 
And fing the charms of fair Pbilofophy ! 

How 

* Younger fon of John Duncombe efq. of Stocks in Hert- 
fordlbire. In 1722 he pubiilhed a tranfiation of Racine't 
« Athaliah>" which ^as well received by the publick, and 
has gone through three editions. In 1724 he was editor of 
the Works of Mr. Needier^ in 1735 ^^^^ ?oetM of his de- 
ccafed brother-in-law Mr. Hughes^ in two volumes, lamo ; 
in 1737 of the Mifcellanies of his yo«nger brother Mr. 
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% Miscellany poems. 

How void of cares, ev*n from life's flowery prime. 
To languid age, her pupils pafs their time ! 
From forrow and "perplexing bufinefs free. 
They tafte the fweets of virtuous Liberty ; 
And in their fliady walks, and ftlent bowfcrs, . ^ 
In contemplation fpend their gliding hours. 
With Reafon's line, thefe vainly try to found 
Of Deity immenfe th* abyfs profound, 
Yet learn enough their Maktr to adore. 
His bounties blefs, and humbly hope for more. 
Thofe penfivje wander through the ialent grove;. 
And o'er Parnaflus* verdant meadows rove. 

Jabcz Hughes, for the benefit of his widow, in one volume, 
8vo; and in 1745 of the Works of the Rev. Mr. Samuel Say, 
in one volume, 410. In 1726 he married the only filler of 
John Hughes cfq. whom he long furvivcd. In 1 734 his tragedy 
«f " Lucius Juni*is Brutus'* was aftcd at Drury Lane Theatre; 
fee " Letters of Eminent Perfons," vol. III. p. 144. It was 
publilhed.in 1735, and again in 1747. " The Works of Ho- 
race, in Englilh Verle, by fevcral Hands,** were publiihed by 
him in two volumes 8vo. with notes, &c. ia 1757. A fecond 
edition, in four volumes i2mo. with many imitations, was 
publiibed in 1762. In 1763 he collected and republilhed 
« Seven Sermons by Archbilhop Herring, on public Oc- 
**<:afions, with a biographical Preface.*' He died Feb. 26, 
1769, aged Jk) ; leaving one fon, John, M. A one of the fir 
preachers in Chrift-Church, Canterbury, &c. who was his 
afnftant in the tranflation of Horace ; and to whom I ac- 
knowledge myfelf indebted, not only for thefe poems and 
the portrait of his father, but for much ufcful affiftancc in 
Xhis and other publications. N. 
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THE WISH. H 

On yon old domes with facred awe I gaze. 
Where Dryden* firft eflay'd bis tuneful lays i 
WJiere Milton's f Mufc her infpiration caught. 
And Fancy fir ft her darling Spenfer J taught. 

O ! might I here inglorious fpend my days, ' 
Averfe to h\i(y care, nor fond of praife i 
The ancient Sages' moral page perufe. 
And fomctimes liften to the chearful Mufc ? 
Here Nature through ber various windings chafe^ 
And to the fountain-head with wonder trace : 
Here trim my lamp, my faculties refine. 
And deck my foul with every grace divine ; 
Till fit to join in heavenly hymns above, 
By humble Virtue, and vidorious Love, 
This mouldering clay, contented, I might leavcy 
And at the laft a fadelefs crown receive ! 

THE ROSE. 

AN EPIGRAM, FROM THE LATIIT, 
BY MK. W. DUNCOMBE, 

NO longer than one fleeting day 
Does the fair Rofe its charms difplay : 
At morn, triumphantly it blooms, 
And fpreads around its rich perfumes. 
But, fee ! its tranfient glory dies. 
Soon as night's fable ihades arife* 

» Trinity College. See vol. II. p. 90. N, 
f Chrift's College. D. J Pembroke HtiL V. 

B% TO 



^ MISCELLANY POEMS. 

TO E U R Y A L U S*, 

ON HIS COMING TO AGE, NOV. 30, 1719. 

BY MR. W. DUNCOMBEf. 

*< Hunc, Macrlnc, diem numera meliore lapiHo, 

<* Qui tibi labcntes apponit candidus annos. 

« Funde merom Gcnio-— " Persius, Sat, ii. 

SHINE bright, O Sun1 and doubly gild the morn. 
On which the lov'd Euryalus was borni 
May no dark cloud obfcure thy chcarful ray, 
Pure as his foXil, and as Ins humour gay ! 
And you, dear youth, with wonted fmiies attend 
The timely counfel of your faithful friend. 
To Heaven, as Right demands, devote your blooni> 
As morning incenfe wafts a rich perfume. 
To no frail man a blind obedience pay, 
But let fage Reafon*s voice your judgement fway. 
As Juftice wills, allow to all their due ; 
And, fpite of intereft, to your word be true. 
The poor, unaik*d, with ready hand relieve. 
And cordial Qounfel to th' afflid^ed give. 

* Mr. John Carleton. This amiable young gentleman 
'died in September 1726, greatly regretted by all who had the 
happinefs of his acquaintance. D, 

•j- ** I was exceedingly pleafed with the verfes to Euryalus, 
** [in MS.] and never read any in that ftrain which are good, 
" without refle£ling how well it would go with the world, if 
** the Mufcs were always retained in the fervice of Virtue." 
jircbblflnp Jlerring to the jiutbor. See his Letters, p. 9. D. 

With 



TO E U R -Y A L U S. . .5 

Wich manly fonitude your bread prepare. 
The ronghefl (lorms of chequer'd lift to bear* 
Be refolutely bold your f^ord to draw 
In the defence of civil rights and law. 
With Temperance to condu^ you, take the way 
That leads to death by unperceiv'd decay. 
Let Prudence every thought and a6Hon guide. 
Between th^ extremes of meannefs and of pride* 
Numbers each day by Gaming are undone ^ 
That faul peft with timely caution ihun. 
Be not too free : with few your fccrcts ihare. 
And choofe your friends witli nice-difcerning care ^ 
But, when their faith and merit you have try'd* 
Let Death alone the facred bond divide. 
Weigh well the confequencc with cool debate. 
Before you quit the peaceful Tingle flate i 
Let not a Beauty's fafcinating eyes 
Your generous foul unwarily furprife ; 
Nor court th' applauded Witling, ever prone 
To fneer and fcorn all merit, but her own { 
But choofe the Fair w|iom milder virtues grace^ 
And prize good temper tnore than wit or face^ 
Happy, who with each focial charm can bind 
Li grateful chains the pure untainted mind $ 
And happy he, who, wKhibg not to roam. 
Still meets the fourcc^f every joy at home.^ 
Aim to promote the welfare of mankind ; 
Think life a gift for public good defign'd j 
Thus ihail no blot your reputacion (lain, 
And the whole man inunoreal glory gain! 

B 1 E P I- 



6 MISCELLANY POEMS, 
EPIGRAM, BY MR. W. DUNCOMBE, 

TO THE MEMORY OF PETER ALEXIOWITZ, 
.. EMPEROR OF RUSSIA. 

WRITTEN IN MARCH, 1724* 

'Tp O deck with arts a rough barbarian race, 
-*• A'nd polifli them with every manly grace ; 
To chafe the fliades of ignorance profound. 
And fpread the beams of knowledge all afound j 
To brigliten and exalt the human foul, 
Attd fkili'confult the welfare of the whole : 
If thefebe afts more worthy of applaufe, 
Than with wild havock, in Ambition's caufe, • 

To conqtier kingdoms, to lay wafte and bum, 
And peaceful Itates with refllefs rage o'erturn,. 
Then Rufha's Czar with greater glory reign*d^ 
Than was by Philip's fon, or Caefar gained. 

FROM BION, IDYLL. V. BY THE SAME. 

T F God or Fate to man would give, 
•■■ In two fuccellive dates to live j 
The.firft in forrow to be paft. 
In eafe, content, and joy, the lad ; 
I then would rack my working brain 
With ftudy ; and, with ceafelefs pain. 
Each day my hands employ, 
In hopts to (hare the promis'd joy. 
But (ince to all, impartial Heaven 
One fleeting life alone has given, 

Twcrc 



B I O N, I D Y L L. V. J 

Tvvere madncfs, furc, that life to wafte, 
la fearch of wealth wc ne'er fhall refte. ' 
Aly little is enough for me. 
Contented in my poverty. 
It never (inks into our heart, 
How foon from hence we all muft part f 
What hope can bloom in life's lad ftage, 
When each delight is pall'd by age ? 

EPIGRAM, BY MR. W. DUNCOMBE. 
THE JUDGEMENT OF APOLLO^ 

ON THE CONTROVERSY BETWEEN MR. POPS 
AND MR. THEOBALD, 1729. 

** La nation dcs Poetes eft jaloufe ; iis bourdonnent comme 
<< les abeilles, & comme elles ils one un aiguillon per^anr,^ 
** pour pi^ucr tout ce qui enflamc leur colere." 

F E N E L • ST. 

T N Pope's melodious verfe the Graces fniile j 

■ In Theobald is difplay'd fagacious toil ; 
The Critick's ivy crowns hrs fubtle brow. 
While in Pope's numbers Wit and Mufic How. 
Thefc Birds (fo Fortune will'd) were mortal foes. 
And all PamafTus in their fjuarrel rofe. 
This the dire caufe of their unbounded rage, 
Who bert could blanch dark Shakfpeare's blotted page. 
Apollo heard, and weigh'd each party's plea. 
Then thus pronounc'd ch' immutable decree : 
** Theobald, 'tis thine to (licw what Sliakfpeare writ f 
** But Pope (hall reign fupremc in Poetry and Wit." 

B 4 TO 



S MISCELLANY P O B M*S» 

T G E U G E N I A*. 

BY MR. W. D F N C O M B E. 

/^ ! that a portion of the heavenly fire, Uy^^t 

^^ Which beamM its radiance round thy brother^s -f 
Might animate my Mufe ! No vulgar lays, 
AccomplilhM Maid ! ihould then exalt thy praife. 

Good fenie and wit, the grave and fprightly, join*<ly. 
Have form'd the balance of Eugenia's mind. 
All focial virtues, by her looks confeft, 
Delight to lodge in her indulgent breaft ; 
Each varying fcene wcJl-difciplin'd to bear, 
Whether Life's fleeting lamp be dim or clear t 
Benevolence, and every milder grace. 
Glow in her heart, and fmilc upon her face. 
Prone to commend, and ever loth to blame, . 
She hates detraftion, oft the fex's fhame ; 
To vifits, plays, alTemblies, uninclin'd. 
At home HiW covets to improve her mind ; 
Nor fond of drefs, but (imply near, (he warms. 
And holds th* enamour'd hcait with native charms. 
But, when tlie fweet fpinnet, with fhapely hands 
And nimble toucl^ (he Ikilfully commands, 
With joy and wonder on the Fair we gaze, 
And (ilent rapture leaves no voice for praifc ; 

♦ Mifs Elizabeth Hughes, afterwards married to the au- 
rtior. P. 

•j" 'John Hughes efq,uirc, the celebrated poet. N. 

7 -Age 



TO EUGENIA. 9 

Age (lands awhile unconfcious of decay. 

And fleeting Time deals unperceiv'd away : 

Prudence and Truth her every thought control. 

And fpotlefs Piety refines her foul. 

To Heaven's difpofal ihe refigns her will. 

Not fwol'n with good fuccefs, nor funk with ill 2 

And fcorns, by Hope fupported, to repine 

At human woe, the price of blifs divine ! 

This fainty but faithful draught, who copies well. 
As Daughter, Friend, and Chriflian, will excelL 

THE HAN D»; 

A PHILOSOPHICAL POEM. 

iNSCRlBED TO THE MEIfORY OF. 810NOK GALILEO^ 

1NV£NT4)R OF THE TELESCOPE. 

B Y M R. W. D U N C O M B R 

np H E curious ftru£hire of the Hand furvey, 
-*" Whofe various ufes various art difplay. 
This little bufy fervant of mankind 
Obeys each di£late of th* impulfivc mind. 

♦ Printed in the Chriftian's Magazine for November JjS^p. 
p. 519. — The late Reverend Dr. Ridley thus expreflcd bimfelf 
oa that occafion : " I think myfelf greatly obliged to you for* 
" your poem ** On the Hand ;" and you muft give me leave 
• ** to ccnfure your indolence, or niggardncfs, for keeping your 
'* hand fo long in your pocket. But as you have at length 
<* given it to the publick, they In return will give you both 
" their5-P-£/ currat dcxtera lava !'* 

From a MS, Letter to the Adtbw, tK 
Four 
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.10 miscellany: pOEivrs. 

Four fingers inward turn, one outward bends. 
Which aid to each, or^ll, harmoniQUs lends': 
With triple joints die fingers are fupply'd, 
Mufcles and tendons each lik^ pulieys guide : 
* Thus we can objefts hold of lighter weight. 
And from the ground laborious lift: the great; 
The middle joint a hollow tendon fwaySy 
Another, more minute, wieliin k plaj's, 
Whofe ruling force the outmol^ joint obey*. 
Thefe to- the bone are brac'd, left they impede. 
Or interrupt, the pliant finger's fpeed. 
Each finger's end th* Artificer Divine 
Has cloath'd with fkin, moft exquifitely fine ; 
Which every obje6l*s diifereht f texture learns, 
And all their varying qualities difcerns. . 
As canes are tipc with iron at the end, 
The nails, like ijiields, the upper part defend. 
Had I alumdred mouths, a hundred tongues, 
And were my treaft fupply'd with brazen Tungs, 

They 

• *' DIgitorum contraftio facllis, facillfque porrcftio, prop- 
•' tcr moUes coxnmlfluras ec artus, nullo in motu laborat." 

Cic. dc >>*atura Deorum. 

•f* Mr. Boyle gives an account of a blind- man who >fias 
able to diftinguilh the colours of filk.« by touching, them with 
kis fingers. 

Bilhop Burnet relates, in one of his letters from Italy, 
** that the daughter of Mr. Gody, a minifter of St. Gervais, 
«' Geneva, (at whofe houfe he lodged) had been deaf from 
" her infancy, and could yet underhand what was faid. by 
•* thofc Ihe had been ufed to, by feeing the motion of their 

" mouths } 



1 



THE HAND. "ti 

They all would fail to tell each various uft^ 
This fmall machine is fitted to produce. 
With thi» we fow, with this we reap, our corn j. 
The land with treeSj or {lately domes, adorn i 
The ftubhorn ftecl' in glowing forges mould». 
And tear from parent Earth her hoarded gold. 

By this wild ^ bcafts with weapons we dcftroy j 

By this wc rear, and for our ufe employ, 

Domcflic animals. To this we owe 

Our (lupdy oxen labouring in the plough. 

The ewe her fleece, the cow her milk, attbrds. 

And the laborious bee her balmy hoards. 

The generous horf):, obedient to the rein. 

Flics with his rider fwiftly o*er the plain, 

Or drags the gilded car, or groaning wain. 

See ! loaded camels, many a lonely day, 

Patient of third, with toilfomc march, convey, 

In caravans, the riches of the Eaft, 

Aloug tlv' Arabian wild, or Libyan* wa(le> 

" mouths ; (6 that if they wanted to fpeak to Ker In tlie 
" night, it was neceflary to light a candle. But flic could 
** undcrftand what her lifter, who had been bred-up with 
^< her, fpoke id the dark, by laying her hand on her mouth." 
Ht fays '*^he examined this matter critically." Bifhop 
'Burnet's Travels, Letter IV. p. 2:96. In the latter inftance, 
the marvellous feems greatly to lofe Aght of the probable; t>, 
^ ** Quifquls es ini<iuus xftimator fbnis humanz,. coglta 
'* quanta nobis tribuerit parens nofter, quanta valentiora ani- 
'< malia fubjugum miferimus, quanta velocioraconfequamiori 
" quam nihil fit mortale non fub i£lu noflro poHtum.'' 

Seneca de Bencficiis^ lib. ii. cap. 29. 
The 
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The fpoils of elephants allure the eye, ' 

Decking the ftately dome with ivory. 

Th' enormous whale, of harping (leel the prize^ 

Our lamps with oil in wintery nights fupplies ; 

And his fam'd bone, of every Fair the pride. 

Can give that ihape which Nature has deny'd* 

Behold the hound the flying doe purfue. 

And fcent her footfbeps in the tainted dew« 

With fubtle eye in many a winding maze, 

Train'd to the fport, the ranging fpaniel llrays j 

Then flops; and, pointing, (hews where lies concealed 

The covey, couching in the ftubbled field. 

The fwift-wing'd hawk obeys the Falconer^s lure. 

And foars aloft j till, of his prey fecure, 

>Vith headlong fpeed he drops j and ftrikes from high 

The burnifhM pheafant, glittering k the iky. 

Through winding burrows red-ey'd ferrets trace 

Their panting game ; and, urg*d with eager chace, 

(Their mouths clos'd-wp) with pointed talons tcar^ 

Till out it bolts into the clafping fnare. 

The du6Hle Hand is ready too, we fiod^ 
To trace, the nobler di£btes of the Mind. 

The .living figures, that on canvafs glow. 
Streams, mountains, lawns, and groves, to this we owe. 
Thus, while the vulgar perifli in the duft, 
The hero triumphs on the marble buft. 
Thus (lately domes and hallow'd temples rife, 
Whence clouds of grateful incenfe reach the fkics. 
To praife the Power, who this fair frame defign'd, 
And gave the Hand obedient to the Mind ! ^ 

By 



THE HANB. 13 

By this we on the lute and organ raife. 

In folemn founds, our great Creator's praife. 

Soft flutes, by ikitful fingers touched, confpire 

With warbling ilrains to fan the facred fire. 

The larger tube, that ranges unoonfin'd 

O'er the wide fky, and opens to mankind 

World above world, by flated laws control'd, 

Hound other funs by heavenly wifdom toUM ; 

And that fmall glafs, which ihews the oountlefs ilore 

Of animated atoms, hid before $ 

With wondrous art by human minds were plann'd. 

But owe tlieir ufe and flru6lure to the Hand ! 

By this, we floating wooden cafUes rear. 

And teach th' incouflant winds and feas to bear 

Our native weahh to every foreign ihore. 

And to Britannia bring tlieir various, flore. 

In thefe imported, o'er £milia's brows 

The fapphire fparkles, and the ruby glows j 

While brilliants with unnumber'd <rays furprifc. 

And almoft match the luflre of her eyes : 

Their warmth the fables to her breaft impart^ 

And caflor chears the fad defponding heart. 

The Indian tortoife yields his clouded fhell. 

And Periian worms with (ilk the tribute fwelL 

Great Archimedes form*d his brazen fphcre * 

By this ; in which, as rolls the circling year, 

Each planet's courfe was regularly feen. 

As if fome a£live power had dwelt within ; 

It 

* ** Archimedis ingenium dlvinum, in mundo opificio 
*^ Deum fere ipfum laceiTere vlfum cf(, quandotam concinna 

«« Ccelum 
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It (hewM in Summer why a flood of day 

The fun pours forth j but fhines with feebler r»y 

In Winter ; *hovv Eclipfes from our fight 

Veil his bright beams, and Cynthia-s filver light, 

Difmaying man and beaft f What caufe delays 

The Summer's night, and (hortens Winter days. 

Immortalis'd by this, the Bard and Sage 

Still charm, and'flill improve each rifing age : 

Henee with our thoughts and knowledge we adorn 

By charafters the nations yet unborn. 

But let. us liflea te the foothing drains, 

In which the Philofophic Bard * complains, 

« t Thar, like a failor, by the tempeft hurl'd 

** A(hore,^he babe is Ihipwreck'd on the world ; 

** Naked he lies, and ready to expire, 

** Helplefs of all, that human wants require $ 

*' Expos'd 

•<* Coelum conflaflTe xncum memoratur, ut inlbl feptem vi- 
** ferentur planetae, et ratione incomparablli etiam motus 
** veriffime deprehendatur." Coelius Rhodiginus. 

Coellus here calls it a brazen fpher^ whereas in Claudian 
it is faid to be made of cryftal. Perhaps they may be thus 
reconciled: The inftrument itfcif was probably compofcd 
• of brafs, anfl covered with a cryftal cafe. 

♦ Lucretius. 

•f* <* Turn porro pucr, ut fxvis proje£tus ab undis 
'* Navlta, nudus humi jacet, infans, indigus omni 
** Vitali auxilio, cum prlmum in luminis eras 
*< Nixibus ex alvo matris Natura profudit ; 
*< Vagituque locum lugubri comp'et, ut aequum'ft, 
** Cui tantum in vita reAct tran$re malorum. 

«Ac 
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■^ ExprsM on this unhofpitable earth, 
<* From the firft moment of his haplcfs birth ; 
«* Strait with forclxxling cries he fills the room^ 
^' Too fure prefagcs of his future doom ! 
^* But flocks, and herds, and every favage beafl, 
" By moBc indulgent Nature arc increased ; 
" They want no rattles for their firoward mood, 
" No nurfe to reconcile them to their food 
" With broken words ; no wintery hlafts they fear, 
" Nor change their "habtts with ohe diaoging year s 
" Nor for their fafcty citadels prepare, 
" Nor forge the wicked infbruments of war. 
" Unlabour'd Earth her bounteous treafure grants, 
<<And Nature's lavifh hands fupply their common 
" wants." 
Such the warm difbitesof this tuneful Sage, 
In reafon weak, though elegant his page ; 
For the Firft Caufe,fupreincly good and wife. 
With conicious fouls the human race fupplics» 
To plan, contrive, indent, and gives us Hands 
A^ive to execute the Soul-s comnunds. 

" At variae crefcunt pccudcs, armenta, ferxque : 

" Nee crepltacula eis opu* funt, ncc cuiquam adhibenda'ft 

" Almx nutricis blanda atque infra6ta bqucla : 

" Ncc varlas quaerunt veftes pro tempore cceli. 

•*< Dcnique non armis opus efl, non moenibus ahis, 

« Quels fua tutcuiur, quando omnibus omnia large 

" Tdlus ipfa parit, Naturaque dxdala rerum." 

Lucretius, lib. v. up 
See alfo Lord Shaftelbury's Charaftcriftics, Traft v. V. 

As 
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As men for focial beings God intends, 
The focial inftinfb anfwer all the ends 
Of fh-ength and weapons in the brutal kind ; 
For tender Love impels the Parent'^ mind 
To cherilhy clothe, and feed the helplefs child ; 
*While heavenly inftinAy with indulgence mild. 
To rear and guard it, makes his bofom glow ; 
And virtuous deeds their own reward beftow. 
'Ev'n in their riper years our youth we liold 
In fage In(lru6lion's bands ; to Virtue mould 
Their minds yet pliant ; and with honour train 
To Ihun falfe joys, and bravely fuffer pain. 
We own that beads their cleathing ever weari ^ 

^heep pant beneath die fleece in fultry air s I 

But we our habits with the changing year J 

And climate change ; as heat or cold require, 
Are cooly drefl, or clad in warm attire. 
In Winter cloth, in Summer iilks delight, 
-And, wrapt in wool, we brave the dewy night. 
Arms to defend us, of each different kind. 
The Fingers forge, direfted by the Mind i 
^nd thus in man the Hand fupplies the place 
Of teeth, horns, talons, in the favage race. 

Hail, gracious Sire ! for thou haft form'd the Hand, 
And thus prepared it for the Soul's command j 
My grateful lay (hall in thy praife be fung. 
And to thy praife my tuneful lyre be ftrung, 
"Long as my Voice and Fingers can confpire 
To breathe that grateful lay, and touch that tuneful 
lyre. 

O N 
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ON THE MARRIAGE 

OF MISS MART COWPERy OF HERTINGPORDBVRY^ 

WITH WILLIAM DB ORBY, BS^UIRE*, OP 

liORFOLK. NOVEMBER 12, 1743. 

BY MR. W. DUNCOMBE. 

A POLLO'S and fair Fancy's darling child, 
^^ On whom her (iftcr Mufes -early fmild j 
The nightingale, whofe carols footh*d the groves. 
Where limpid Lea in fmooth meanders roves ; 
Enchanting Cowper ! to a blooming Twain, 
Of race belov'd through all th' Icenian plain f , 
Of gentle manners, and well-cuIturM mind, 
Is in the bands of facred wedlock join'd. 
Hall, happy pair ! may this aufpicious day. 
Another Orpheas to the world difplay ; 
His own Calliope will fondly train 
The rifmg Bard f and on th' obfequious brahi 
The victues trace ; politer arts infpire. 
And tune his foul with her inchanttng lyre I 
And thou^ to witom fo rich a prize is given, 
Cheriih the Nymph, and thank indulgent Heaven 1 
Blefs'd in the joys ihe only can impart. 
Still, by the charms that won, preferve her heart. 

• The prefent very able Lord Chief Juftice of the Conit 
•f Common Pleas. D. 
t Norfolk. D. 

t.yoL. YU C TO 
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TO DAPHNE?, 
ON VALENTINE'S DAY, i75*. > 

Br MR. W. DVNCOMBB. 

O E E ! Daphne, fee ! the fun with purer light * 

^ Nov gilds the morn, and chafes gloomy nighti 

Advancing, each return, with brighter beams, 

He fpreads his glories o'er the fields and dreams. 

The fnow diifolves before the weiftem gale, 

And v^emal flowers adorn the fmiltiig vale. 

To life renew'd, the budding trees awake. 

And from the ftem the rofeate bloffoms breik t 

The Cyprian Queen o*er avcry grov« and plain. 

O'er bcafls and Wrds, refumes her welcome ifeign ; 

The birds are pairM, and warble through thcrgrov^ 

And beads obey the genial call of Love. 

Hence firft the venerable rite begun. 

For ages paft convey 'd from fire to Ton, 

For evcry'fwain on this aufpicions diy, 

To choofe fome maid, the coming year to fway i 

To crop the violet and primrofe fair, 

And deck with decent wreaths her glofly hair. 

For me, (content with what wife Heaven ordains. 

This chcquer'd fcene, alternate joys and pains ;) 

For me, the Spring of life (hall bloom no mores 

Nor Summer fhine, nor Autumn fpread her (lorci ^ 

Winter alone, with chearlefs hand, will (hed, ^ 

Henceforth, the fnow of age around my head. 

* Mifs Mulfo, now Mn. Chapone. D. 

..i • tut. 
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But, though this clay-built tenement decline. 
Still may th* immortal gaefl unclouded fhine ; 
Andy if Euterpe not difJain to fmile. 
Your Bard from Helicon, with plcafing toil. 
Will with frefh flowers unfading garlands twine, 
To crown his fweetly-warbling Valentine. 

TO THE MEMORY OF THE REV. MR. SAY <^ 

FROM BROVKHUSIVS. BY MR. W. DUNCOMBB. 

OUCH was thy life ; thy learning fuch confcft j 
^ An humble heart, with native genius blcft ! 
Lover of peace, peace did thy footftcps guide 
With more content than the tumultuous tide 
Of loud applaufe can give. No angry (Irifc 
Ruffled the tenor of thy even life. 
Thy fair example ihone with mildefl light. 
Pure as the falling fnow*s 'unfullied white. 
In purple radiance clad, to thee are given 
Maniions of blifs ; a denrfon of Heaven f 
Where joys on joys in cndlcfs circles move j 
Where Saints, alternate, warble facred love f ■ . 
And, join*d with Angels, in one tuneful choir, 
T^uch, to their Maker's praifc, the golden lyre ! 

Hail, holy Father, new-adopted gut ft 
Of iVarry tealms ! ilUl in my grateful brcaft 
The dear remembrance of thy name fiiall reft. 
1745- 
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«# Of MfC Say, fome unpublilhed poemn (hall be giren* 0£ 
the modems, Broukbofius was his favourite poeu H^' 

C % 4. C H A« 
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CHARACTERS. BY MR. W. DUNCOMBE. 

CLARINDA*. 

^^LARINDA*S charms, without the aid of ar^ 
^■^^ With native force prevail upon the heart* 
Whoever dares her lovely form furvey, 
Unwittingly becomes an eafy prey, 
Thus heedlefs moths round fome fair taper fly, 
Fond of the light, till by its flame they die. ' 

5 ^ L 1 M A f . 

THE Loves and Graces reign without control 
In beauteous Sellma's more beauteous fouU 
Ko gloomy forrow can admiflion £ady 
Kor anxious care diflurb her eafy mind ; 
Mild as the Spring, and as the Summer gay. 
When not one xloud deforms the fmtling day I 

» h I z aX» 

WHEN fymmetry of form and virtue meet^ 
Their union-make the happy Maid complete* 

* Mile Xlara Lowndes, daughter of William XfOwndes, 
€Uy Secretary to the Treafury in Queen Anne's jxign^ -wcll- 
luiown by the name of -^ Ways and Means Lowndes {" z£* 
terwards married to. Peter Leheup, cC<i, D. 

f Mifs Sarah Lowndes, afterwards married to John ^n^ 
combe, efq. of Barley-End, Bucks. D. 

X Mifs Elizabeth Lowndes, married to John Dnnc*mlM^ 
«1^. of Stocky the attiiior*8 brother. XU 

I Such 
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Such IS Eliza, deckM with every grace, 
A foul unfpotted, and a faultlcfs face. 
Thus opens to the morn the damafk rofe. 
And thus the brilliant diamond richly glows* 

TO A YOUNG LADY*, 

CURLING HER HAIR. 

7KOM THB LATIN OP DR. LOWTIfy 
MOW BISHOP OF LONDON. 

BY MR. W. D U N C O M B E. 

CORRECTED BY BISHOP LOWTH. 

']^rO longer feek tlie necdlefs aid 
-**^ Of ftudious Art, dear lovely Maid ? 
Vainly, from iide to fide, forbear 
To ihift thy glafs, and braid each draggling hair* 

As the gay flowers, which Nature yields 
Spontaneous on the vernal fields, 
Dehght the fancy more than thofe 
IVhich gardens trim arrange in equal rows ; 

As the pure rill, whofe mazy train 
The prattling pebbles check in rain. 
Gives native pleafure, while it leads 
Its random waters, winding through tlie meadrj 

As birds, the groves and dreams among. 
In artlefs drains the vernal fong 
Warbling, their wood- notes wild repeat^ 
And footh the ear, irregularly fweet ; 

* Mifs MoUneux, of Wincheftec D. 

C 3 ^fl» 
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So iimple drefs and native p:race 

Will beft become thy lovely face f ( \ 

For naked Cupid dill fufpe^Sy 
In artful ornaments^ couceard dcfed^s. 

Ceafe then, with idly cruel care, 
. To torture thus thy flowing hair j 

O I ceafe, with tailelefs toil, to fired 
A cloud of fcented duft around thy head. 
* Not Berenice's locks could boaft 

A grace like thine ; among the hod 
- ' Of Ibrs, though iradiant now they rife. 
And add new luAre to the fpangled ikies : 

Nor Venus *, when her charms divine^ 

Improving in a form like thine. 

She gave her trefles unconfin*d 
To play about her neck, and wanton in the wind. 

* The author here alludes to the beautiful defcriptlon of 
Venus in the firft book of the JEneid, where (he meets -^ncas 
in the habit of a huntrefs, as he was going towards Carthage : 

** Cui mater media {cCc tulit obvia fylva, 
** Virgiriis os habitum^ue gcrecs, & virglnis arma 
** Spartanx — — 

*' Namque humerls de more habllem fufpenderat arcum 
" Venatrix, dedcrarque comam difiundcre vcntis : 
" l^da genu, nodoque linus colleAa fluentes." Ma, I. 32^. 

** A huntrefs in her habit and her mien, 
" Her drefs a Maid, her air confefs'd a Queen. 
'< Bare were her knees, and knots her garments bind ; 
" Loofe was her hair, and wanton'd in the wind ; 
« Her hand fuftain'd a bow j her quiver hung behind.' 

Pj^den. 
ON 
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ON D R.. W I L M O T, 

[SINCE SIR EDWARD WILMOT, BART.] 

PHYSICIAN TO HIS MAJESTY. 

BY MIL. W. DUNCOMBB. 

TT7" I T H doubtful ftrifc, Humanity and Ait 
^ ^' For conqucft vie in Wilmot's head and heart. 
On his lov'd fon Apollo did beftow 
The healing power, and words to fofren woe. 
With fympathifing eyes and tender mind 
He views the- maladies of human-kind ; 
Reprieves the languid patient from the grave^ 
WhUe Pity Tooths whom Medicine cannot fave ! 

AN EPISTLE to GEORGE JEFFREYS*, ESQ^ 

WRITTEN IN THE BOWLlNG-GRBEN HOUSE 
AT STOCKS IN HERTFORDSHIRE, MAY, 1746. 

BY THESAME. 

7^ ROM this fweet place to you I write, 
-*• . Where every objcft charms the fight. 
A rifing theatre of hills 
To North and Eaft the profpe^ fills 
With flocks and woods ; a grove behind. 
Where oft, tt> penfive thought inclin'd, 
I jove ; and call the learned dead 
. To life I while, perching o'er my head, 

4» Of this Jbfeaious Poet fome fpecimens (hall be given; 1^. 
C4 Th*- 
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The birds, foft-wtrbJing, footh the bread. 

And gently lull to grateful re(V. 

Here rich perfumes, from bloifom'd tree8>, 

Regale the fmell with every breeze* 

Behold each leaf and vernal flower 

Difplay the wife Creator*s power, 

Andy opening by degrees, unfold 

Jits curious texture, cloTcly roU'd* 

Yon riiing nefts, fo niecly wrought. 

Appear the work of heavenly thought | 

Guided by this, the chemiil bee 

Plans with fuch frugal fymmetry 

Her waxen dome i then, fludious, fills 

With Nature's fweets | which (be diftills 

From herbs and flowers.-— To pleafe the tafle^ 

Yon garden * yields a plain repafl 

Of various pulfe ; delicious fare I 

When Summer's funs enflame the ak* 

At mom or eve, for our delight. 

For heahh and keener appetite. 

By hopes of conqueft (ir'd, we roll. 

O'er the fmooth lawn, the winding bowl. 

But ceafe, fond Mufe, thy chearful (Iraia | 
A gloom o'erfpreads this happy plain : 
No more this vemal fccne can pleafe 
The tufted bills, and blodbmM trees. 
Since good Favonius f, day by day. 
Bends to the grave with fwift decay. 

A kitchen-garden, adjoining to the Bowling-green. D. 
^ Jehn Duncombe, efq. the author's brotliei^.t]leftin<fft 
TCiy Reclining ftate of healib*. 2K 

With 
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With him the wood$ now feem to figh. 
The winds in hoarfer murmurs fly $ 
The cowilips fade ; the birds prolong 
In heavier notes their jarriog fong : 
More fad fweet Philoniel complains ; 
Ceafe, ceafe^ my Mufe, thy chearful drains I 

DESCRIPTION OF STOCKS-HOUSE, 

AND THE COUNTRY ABOUT IT. 1739. 
BY JOHN DUNCOMBE, ES<^ OF STOCKS^ 

1> ENEATH a fleep, but green and chearful hill. 

This ancient venerable maniion * ftands* 
Its front two colonades of elms o*erlook, 
And ikreen it from the piercing eaflern blafls* 
Through the high arches, as in perfpe£Uve> 
0*er a wide field of waving corn, is feen 
A hanging wood ; whofe dofe-embowerii^ trees 
Gradual afccnd ; and feem to touch the clouds ; 
Eclipiing for a time the riling fun. 
The hill commands a lovely vale, which yields 
A various profpe6k to the wandering eye. 
The iituation and the maniion low. 
Both fuit the owner's unafpiring nund. 
Content with what kind Providence bellows. 
He envies not the glaring pomp of courts. 
Nor covets wealth, nor higher would afcend 
Than to the fummit of that healthful hill, 

^ Taken down and rebaih by Arnold Duneocnbc, efq. iht 
auUMT^a fon, in 1773, not a year before his death. P. 

From 
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From whence, without rtptniDgy he hehdds 
Unnum1)er'd fields ar\d meadows not his own). 
Joyful looks down upoa his humble cell. 
And bleflbs Heaven for his propitious lop. 

Clofc on the Weft a liule garden lies, 
For ufe, not pleafure, rais'd ; bordering on this^ 
A level green ; from whence a theatre 
Of hills we view : part crown'd with lofry woods, 
]*art cloath'd with turf, and fprcad with bleating floe 
Which to the eye, at diilance fccn, appear . 
Like a green filken robe with ermine fpots. 
Another fide, a walk of vaulted limes 
(Like fome high Gothic temple's nave fupcrb) 
Leads to a wood of venerable beech, 
Whofc awful ihade fcdndet the mid-day fun i 
For contemplation fit, and calm recefs ! 
The turtle here, to footh the penfive mind. 
Cooes to his mate in melancholy flrains ; 
Here darkling fings the wakeful nightingale, 
The various wood-lark, and the tuneful thruih $ 
Mufic, to Reafon's ear more charming far 
Than the fam'd concerts on the banks of Thames. 

The cleanly dairy of the neighbouring farro^ 
Frefli from the cow, fupplies her milky ftoic 5 
Sweet as the nc£tar of old Homer's Gods ! 

Yet one thing flill is wanting to complete 
The beauties of this wild romantic fcene ; 
(But where 's the place, or who the happy man. 
That to perfection lays a juft pretence ?) 
No fwelling tide, or gently-murmuring rill, 
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Flows through the garden, or the feitile ickk ; 

But from the cavera'd eanh we raife the taatm, 
By a huge wheel, a length of cab'e ftroog^ 
And chain, to ilow-afcendiDg bucket fix'd ; 
Bur, when at lad with weary fteps obtata'd* 
Tis milky fwect, and as the cryibl clears 
fiur toil eoliinces every gift of Heaveo. 
Bleflings like thefe, ev n with a fmall cCiKe, 
To a well-nurtur'd mind can give content; 
More will not £11 tlie mifer's craving heart. 

ODE TO MORNING. 
BY MISS PEKNINGTOK*. 
TT AIL, rofcate Mom I rerurcisg lig^ I 
■*-*• To thee the fable Qjiecn of Night 

Relu£kant yields her fway ; 
And, as flie quits the dappled fkies. 
On glories greater glories rife. 
To greet the dawning day. 
O'er tufred meads gay Flora trips | 
Arabia's fpices fcent her lips | 

Her head with rofe-buds crown'd ; 
Mild Zephyr haftes to fnatch a kifs. 
And, fluttering with the tranfjent bliff. 
Wafts fragrance all around* 
♦ Daaghrer of the Rcrcrcnd Mr. Pennlngtos, Rt&or cf 
Huntingdon. She died in 17599 at the age of 25. She Is 
jufUy celebrated by Mr. Doncosbey in ** The Fcminead/' 
(Pcarch's Colle^oo, toL IV. p. 184^) for her ** Copper Far- 
*' thing/* which is preferred in '' The Repofitoryy" publilLrd 
by PiUy in 1777, roL I. p. I3r. Her ** Ode to a Thruih" 
bin ]>odfley*s CnUc^Uoo, toL V. p* 3x3* N. 
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The dew-drops, daughters of the Mom, 
With fpanglcs every bufli adonn 

And all the broidefd vales ; 
Their voice to thee the linnets raife. 
The lark, foft-trilling in thy praife, 

Aurora, tifing, hails I 
While Nature now, in lively vcfl: 
Of gloffy green, has gaily dreft 

Each tributary plain ; 
While blooming flowers and bloflbm'd trees. 
Soft- waving with the vernal breeze, 

Exult beneath thy reign ; 
Shall I, with drowfy poppies crowned. 
By ileep in filken fetters bound, 

The downy God obey ? 
Ah, no ! — ^Through yon embowering grov^ 
Or winding valley, let me rove. 

And own thy chearful fway f 
For fliort-liv'd are thy plcafing powers 5 
Pafs but a few uncertain liours, 

And we no more fhall trace 
Thy dimpled cheek and brow ferene ; 
Or clouds may gloom the fmiling fcene. 

And frowns deform thy face. 
So in life's youthful bloomy priine> 
We fport away the fleeting time, 

Regardlefs of our fate ; 
But, by forae unexpe£Ved blow. 
Our giddy follies we fliall know. 

And mourn them when too late ! 

A RID- 



t »9 ] 

A RIDDLE. 

5Y MISS PENNINGTON; 

A tJ R O R A, dad in «)fy vcft, 
^^ (Her hair with dewy woodbines drefl) 
Blulhing to make Apollo wait. 
Had now unbarr*d the £aflern gate ; 
And Phoebus driren his fiery deeds 
O -er azure plains and (larry meads } 
When I on moflfy bank reclin'd^ 
Yet not to mofly bank confin'd^ 
For I in courts and cities rove, 
Though woods and lawns 1 chiefly lovcf 
The powder'd Beau I often deck. 
And fometimes cling round Chloe's neck^ 
Or tic the waving auburn hair. 
Or grace the flipper of the Fairi 
Around her bed I often hover. 
And oft the ufefiil toilet cover t 
The fplendid barge fometimes adorn. 
And on the peacock's tail am borne } 
In village«church am often found, 
The hallow'd walls I mantle round | 
Am ever at the Poet's call, 
And add a chzrts^ to gay Vaux-hall ; 
On ancient venerable tomb. 
And, midA brown (bade of cloldcr'd gloom^ 
Where roofs and ivy twine around, 
2a dreary afpcft I am found ^ 

Bvf 
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But when the cottage Maid, fo gay, 
To hail the plcaiing month of May, 
^ With ruftic dance, and ruflic fong, , 
In neat array trips light along, 
With gayed looks J then appear. 
With her adorn the rifing year ; 
And, when Death fnatches her away, 
Will notfprfake the lifelefs clay. 
But live upon her turfy ^ave, 
To fhew l^ow much I am her Have. 

HYMN TO THE MORNING STAR. 

BY JONATHAN RICHARDSON*, ESQ;, 

P ERljdlT'tac, faireft planet, while I gaze, 

'*' By diee my thoughts beyond thy fphere to rtife ; 

Beyond thy kindre^ planets, far away 

To worlds remote, and everlafllng day i 

To him, on whom inmumbcr'd- fyilcms cair> 

£v'n highell Angels, to the God of all ! 

Lord of the. dawn, Abr perfe£^ -^ay nor ni^» 
I joy to view thy mild, yet piercisg iight. 
Pride of the morning !. qoicdcly will appear 
A fiercer beam, but not fo pure, fo clear ; 

♦ A portrait-painter well efteemed, chiefly for his colour- 
ing : but. iince his death (which happened 1111743) known 
atfo to rtic world by the truly original colouring of his poeti- 
cal Sketches, whitfh he ftylcs ** Morning Thoughts," pbblifti- 
cd in 8vo. in 1 776 with notes^jy his fon (thcnlatcly dead). D. 
r Thy 
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Thy fprightly rays peculiar charms ^ftow^ 

Diilinf^ from all our mortal fenfe can knov^» 

Yet inofreiy(iTe ! influences fwtec 

Flow thence ; not peftilencey nor fcorching heat. 

No thunder to be heard, no (lorths tx> rage^ 

Quiet the ocean, as the 'golden agfc: 

Brightefl next thee,thh eannofc iirios boafl. 

And can Orion : afl: the frighted cdaA. 

Sweet harbinger of day ? Leucothoe fmiles, 

Spreading her palenefs oler the Eaflern Ifles : 

Aurora's kindling brightnefs will nocihiy ; ^ 

Their floating manes the rdfy deeds difplay, \ 

Her golden ear is trolling on the way. J 

O ! linger yfet, ye Goddefles, forbear? 

I longer Wdiild enjoy my lovely Star ? 

Too foon you call Apollo frdm his reft. 

His chariot not prepared, nor horfes drefL 

I rather would my Phofphortts behold. 

His temper*d radiance, than Apollo's gold ? 

FUAc df the Mom ! pour forth thy brightefl: nys. 
While I thy beauty and thy goodncfs prai'fc. 
Thou lead'ft the morning with foft pace along, 
Infpiring*Naturt's tmiverfal'fong j 
Though moift with rofeate detir, noChrmal air. 
Bright are thy locks, thy CouMenance is fair. 
With joyous eyes, and fouls tcltefh'd, we fee 
Thy face/ O Phofphoros ! and ^61come tliec. 
The Winter's ravages thou riew'ft fccure 5 
Pitying the various ills that men endure ; 
Delight'fl to fee the fragfant bloomy fpring ; 
ir»*MlUii when the woods awake and fine ; 
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PleasM to behold the ripening fruit and grain^ 
The fanning Zephyrs, and refinefliing rain $ 
On the fmooth lalce to caft thy parting beam^ 
Or danpc upon the rivcr'a purling dream i 
Thy face ttie&td on their glafs to view. 
If not ob(lni£^ed by the rifing dew : 
But when th^ fweeteil feaibn 's paft, and keen 
The froward Eaft, thy rays are brighter fcen. 

When thpufand tboufand flars adorn the iky, 
Apollo diftanty nor Diana nigh { 
On the dim azure all but feebly ihine, 
AH modeftl^ their beauties veil to thine, 
•f he dawn appears j and now the drowfy day 
Steals on, with gentle hand, his mantle grey; 
The ftarry hoft by troops, though flow, retire^ 
All fade and die before the ridng fire i 
Sole regent thou, till great Apollo's beam, 
LeveVd, proclaims the, crown belongs to him. 
When Cynthia 's prefent, thou on her canft gaze, 
And deck the heavens with thy diflingui^'d blaze | 
With her canft meet Apollo^ diough with awe, 
Nor long before the Qj^een of Night withdraw. 
A light fo pure, fo bright, furrounds the bleft^ 
In the glad regions of eternal reft I 

Thy near approaches to the lordly feat. 
The fpring of unexhaufted light and heat. 
Fill thy fair orb with thofe refulgent ihowers ; 
How dark and cold, comparatively ours! 
Equal thy globe, more wonderful thy fpccd { 
So vigorous thy Pegafean ftecd I 

•Thott 
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Thou wak*ft the labouring hand*, and fccra'ft to fay, 
** Arife ! begin the bufincfs of th^ day !** 
To him doft kindly offer fome relief, 
Whofe {lumbers were forbid by pain or grief. 
Thou doft delight my healthy a6tive mind. 
And dill expe£ling thee, with pleafure find. 
Thy fmiles dart on me an approving light, 
Infpire my verfe, and guide my hand to write. 

Tell then, O Phofphor! fairefl planet, tell. 
Who on thy hills and flowery meadows dwell ? 
Who in thy ever-verdant forefls ftray. 
And on thy banks of pearly currents play ? 
Who breathe thy chearing odours, while thy Spring 
Eternal does our Maker's praifes flng ? 
What eyes undazzled can thy luftre fee } 
What bodies bear the heat beflow'd on thee i 

Lovely each form, and raviihingly fair. 
Their morion graceful, and divine their air ; 
Ne£lar their drink ; ambrofia is their food j 
And pureft fpirits flow from purefl blood ; 
With conftant health, witli heavenly vigour hlclk, 
Srill exercis'd, yet never wanting refl f. 
The comfort we receive, when clos'd our eyes. 
To them variety of aft fupplies. 

* Bentley would not have failed to make a long note, to 
prove the author gave '< hind ;" and it would be of a piece 
with moft of Horace and Milton, y. R. Jm* 

\ This was a natural thought for my father, who was the 
moft adive man alive, and always regretted the necefity of 
fleep. Jdtnt, 

Vol. VI. D No 
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No wars, diffenfions, or cabals, have they; 

All read the laws of Nature, and obey : 

The rack of fear and doubting hope unkn^wn^ 

Ingratitude, or villainy, is none. 

All there is love and peace, fcrene the mind j 

Or warm good- will, the agitating wind. 

In innocence they pafs their tranquil days, 

Succedive pleafures, and perpetual praife. 

Thofe ileady minds, untempefled, difdaia 

To owe their happinefs to grief or pain ; 

For tranfient vifitors alone are they. 

Who wound but (lightly, and who never ftay. 

No fuperftition, folly, cuilom, law. 
Here keeps wife Nature's appetites in awe : 
No danger of excefs, reproach, or ihame ; 
Reafon and' appetite are here the fame. 
Though Paflion warms, they are not Paflion's (lave ; 
They in dandy poflcfs whatever they crave. 
No calumny thofe happy regions know ; 
With friendfliip unreprov*d the fexes glow* 
The tender rapture is no ftrangcr here. 
But free from jealoufy, and doubt, and fear: 
Belov'd, the virgin laves ; and grants the joy ; 
And, only to improve delight, is coy. 
Pure is the blifs, no confequence they dread j 
And in old age flill blooms the genial bed. 

When length of days bids Ni^ture*s powers decline. 
Their ihare of life, contented, they refign j 
Dyijttgt they enter in a purple cloud. 
To be no more^ or tade fome unknown good. 

The 
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\ The good fupremc they know no caufc to fear ; 
' No legiflacors and no priefls are here. 

Not free their will, nor with temptation try'd, 
Their God their King, their Father is their guide. 
As all things here inanimate obey ; 
» There Reafon's powers th* obfequious paflions fway. 

(One all-informing, all-fuftaining foul 
Governs each part, and animates the whole ; 
j No rebel inan*s or Angel's voice is heard ; 

No angry God is there provokM, or Devil fear*d» 
AH ftand fecure, impoflible to fall, 
And everlafling good is all in all ! 

Henceforth, whene'er, O Phofphor ! I behold. 
Whether in Summer's breeze, or Winter's cold. 
From my fafe window, or fomc diftant hill. 
From field, grove, terrace, dell, or fuming riJl, 
Thy early circlet j I my harp will firing, 
But to an inflrument more noble fing, 
A grateful heart ! Nor fhall the praife be thine, 
But his by whom I fing, and thou doft fhine * ! 
Nov. 18, 1732. 

* On the above vcrfcs (communicated to him by Mr. 
Duncombe) Ajrchbifhop Herring cxprefTed himfclf as follows : 
" The inclofed vcrfes did amufe me extremely. There is gc- 
♦* nius in them, and I wilh his fyflem at the end was as prac- 
*< ticaUcy'as it is fair and Wiutiful ; for, I fuppofc, (notwith- 
•* ftandi«g o«r philofophy gives fuch high encomiums to free- 
^ will) that there is not a poor- mortal, (weie he to take his 
•* eftinate fipoa this life) hut would have been glad to be pla- 
^ ce4 in an unfinning obe^licnce. But Deo ulittr vifw»i and, 
"perhaps, the thought of wifliing it otherwife than it is 
** way be prefumpiuous." Sec Hc.ring's Letters, p. 143. N. 
Da D E. 
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DE MINIMIS MAXIMA. 

AUTORE LUDOVICO BUNCOMBE 

I^Xigua crefclc de glande altiiima quercutf 
-*-' Et tandem patulis furgit in aftra comis : 
Dumque anni pergunt^ crefcit latiflima moles f 

Mox fecat squoreas bellica navis aquas. 
Angliacis hinc fama, falus hitic nafcitur oris^ 

Et glans efl noflri praefidium imperii. 

TRANSLATION OF THE FOREGOI 

BY MR. CHRISTOPHER PITT 
NOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS. 

"C^ R OM a fmall acorn, fee ! the oak arife, 
'*' Supremely tall, and towering in the fkies ! 
Queen of the groves ! her ftately head fhe rears. 
Her bulk increafmg with increafing years : 
Now moves in pomp, majeftic, o'er the deep» 
While in her womb ten thoufand thunders ilcep. 
Hence Britain boafts her far-extended reign. 
And by th' expanded acorn rules the main* 

* See this ingenious young gentleman's verfes to th 
mory of Mr. Hughes, in the Englilh Poets, voL^ 
p. 14. — He was fecond fon of John Duncombe, £fq. of S 
(lee p. 24.) ; and died at Merton College, Oxford, wh* 
was a gentleman commoner, December 26, 1730, I 
twentieth year of his age. N. 

WRIT 
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WRITTEN IN THE FOLDS OF A PIN-PAPER. 
BY MR. PITT J NOT IN HIS WORKS. 
#^F old, a hundred Cyclops llrove 
^^ To forge the thunder-bolt for Jove ; 
I too employ a hundred hands. 
And travel through as many lands. 
A head I have, though very fmall. 
But then I have no brains at all. 
The mifer locks me up with care, 
Clofe as his money, all the year. 
When John and Joan are both at ftiifc, 
*Tis I find money for the wife. 
At court I make the ladies ihine, 
I grace ev'n gracious Caroline : 
And, though J often take my way 
Through town and country, land and fea, 
I 'm neither filh, flefli, nor herring, 
And now I live with goody Vcrring*. 

THE COUNTER-HUNT. 
A Reply to Dr. Coney's Verfcs agalnft Hare and Duck. 
BY THE SAMEj NOT IN HIS WORKS. 
O U R E 'tis enough to make one flare, 
^ To fee a Coney hunt a Hare ; 
And when in that he fails of luck. 
To leave the Hare, and hunt the Duck. 
Doftor, you yet may lofe the day, 
At once the chafer and the prey ; 
The Hare and Duck may turn upon ye. 
And, at long run, hunt down the Coney. • 

* A feller of pins at Blandford. Pi tt. 

D 3 SO^G^ 
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SONG, BY ROBERT WOLSELEY*, ESQ^ 

A H ! blame me not, if no defpair 
•^^ A paflion you infpira can end ; 
Nor think it ftrangc, too charming fair, 

If Love, like other flames, ^fcend* 
If to approach a Saint with prayer 

Unworthy Votaries pretend i 
Above all merit, Heaven ind You 
To the Sincere are only due. 

Long did Refpcft awe my proud aim. 
And fear t* offend my madncfs cover, 

Like you it ftill rcprovM my flame, 

And in the Friend would hide the Lover. 

But, by things that want a name 
I the too bold truth difcovcr. 

My words in vain are in my power. 

My looks betray me every hour. 

A FRAGMENT. 

BY JOHN HUGHES, ES Q^U I R E. 

NOT PRtNTBD IN HIS WORKS. 

/^ ! fay, yc Saints, who (hine in realms above, 
^^ And tune your harps to fing eternal love. 
When fliall my voice attain your high degree ; 
When fliall my foul, from clouds of forrow free, 
Hear your celeflial fong, and aid the harmony ? 

♦ Of whom, fee vol. I. p. 138. vol. II. p. 105. K. 

A MORAL 
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I MORAL REFLECTION^ 
BY MR. JABEZ HUGHE S*« 

N vain we reach at joys ; in vain 

Through labours ftrug;glc to renown 5 
Soon as the hop*d-fbr good we gain, 

And call the flying blifs our own. 
The withering hand of cruel Fate 

Throws all the brittle building down. 
And cuts the tliread of life, and clofes up our date \ 

Pompous a while fantadic man appears. 
And idly vaunts his fpan of years { 
Then yields to Heaven the wandering breach it gave,, 
And (ilent wades, forgotten in the grave ! 
So the gay flowerS) that on the bloomy plain 

Blufli in their morning pride around, 
At noon, by fudden Ihowers of rain, 

Are wa(h*d away, and fcatter'd on the ground. 

HYMN. 
♦ Younger brother of Mr. John Hughes, and, like him, a 
votary of the Mufes, and an excellent fcholar. He pub- 
lifhed, in 1 7 14, a tranflation of " The Rape of Proferpine," 
from Claudian, and " The Story of Sextus and Eridho,** 
from Lucan's Pharfalia, book vi. in 8vo. Thcfe tranfla- 
tions, with notes, were reprinted in 12 mo. in 1723. He alfo 
publilhed, in 17 17, a tranfiation of Suetonius's " Lives of the 
<* Twelve Cacfars," and trandated fcTeral ** Novels'' from 
the Spanifh of Cervantes, which are infertcd in ** The fclc(Sl 
" Collcftion of Novels and Hiftorics," printed for Watt?, 
1729. He died January 17, 173 ', in the forty-fixth year of 
kis age. A volume of his " MifccUanies in Verfe and 
D 4 ** Profe" 
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HYMN. BY MR. JABEZ HUGHES. 

* R O M every quarter of the Iky, 
Angelic bower, and bleft abode^ 
Ye awful Hods who dwell on high, 

Affemble to the throne of God. 
Thither, ye Cherubim, who guide 

The meafur^d motion of the ftars. 
And o'er the glittering orbs prefide. 

Informing the revolving fpheres ; 
Who, on the numerous worlds around. 

Pour down, from blazing funs, the day, 
In all your pomp of glory crown*d, 

With prompt obedience wing your way I 
To your Creator's name infpire 

The fong; and with melodious noifc. 
The harp, and fwcetnefs of the lyre, 

Touch fltilfuUy, and give them voice. 
Let the deep organ utter round 

Its fwclling notes, and waken joy ; 
And the clear trumpet's princely found 

Break loudly forth, and fill the Iky, 
And let the bright Arch- Angel raife 

The pealing fymphony divine j 
And in the abundance of his praife, 

Your choral voices gladly join. 

" Profc" was publilhcd in 1737. His widow accompanied 
the lady of governor Byng to Barbadoes, and died there in 
1740. See " Letters of Eminent Perfons," vol. I. p. i6o. N. 

A N 
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AN ADDRESS TO VALENTINE, 

ON THE RETURN OF SPRING. 

BY THB REVEREND MR. SAMUEL 8AY^« 
MOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS. 

TTAIL ! beft of Bifliops, and of Saints the bed j 

'*"-*' By flaming Love diftinguilh'd from the reft } 

By Love^ the life in heaven, and buiinefs of the bleft. 

Love made the world ! 'Twas Love alone could draw 
The difagreeing feeds to Nature's law : 
Heaven faw th' efFe£ts of Love, and bkfs'd them when 
it faw. 

Hence, mighty Saint, thy power; deriv'd from Love, 
Thy great commiffion reaches all above. 
And earth and fea beneath, and all that live and move. 

* This gentleman, who was the fon of an ejcAed minillcr 
of Southampton, after having been fome years Paftor of a 
diflenting congregation at Ipfwich, facceeded Dr. Calamy 
in Weftminfter, in the year 1723. Soon after his death, 
which happened April 12, 1743, at the age of 68, feveral of 
his poems, and two eiTays in profe, were publiihed in one 
volume in quarto, by fubfcription. The latter, one of which 
is, " On the Harmony, Variety, and Power of Numbers in 
** general," and the other, " On thofe of Paradifc Loft in 
** particular," have been much admired by perfons of tafte 
and judgement. His only daughter is married to Mr. Toms, 
a difl*eating minifter at Hadleigh in Suffolk. See ** Letters 
<* of Eminent Perfons," vol. I. p. 19. N« 

Thou 
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Thou call'ft the flowers ! they feel the glad command'? 

On funny banks in fmiling rows they ftind, [hand. 
Broke from their mother's womb, and dreft by Nature'^ 

By thee the birds falute the welcome Spring ; 

Infpir'd by thee and Love, in pairs they fing; 
With mufic and with joy the woods and valleys ring^^. 

Fierce tigers yield to thee. To hear thy voice^ 
The gentle hind and rugged bears rejoice. 
Aid iiihes feud the waves to meet their happy choker. 

See, fee, the chearful morn ! how bright it fhines ! 
With larger (leps the fun his courfe reclines, 
As confcious of thy day, and favouring thy defigns*. 

All wed below, and he above would wed ; 
The youthful Earth has dreft her fragrant bed. 
And promifes her fhades,to fhroud his radiant headi 

At his approach* the ftorras and winter fly j 

The joyful bride her fnowy vcft lays by, 
JJor does, untimely coy, her naked form deny. 

Ah ! could thy power fo warm Lucretia*8 hear^ 
And make the winter there and cold depart ; [fmait !' 
How would'ft thou blefs a wretch, and cafe his raging- 

Could'ft thou but make her foul confent with mine. 
And with her heart her anfvverir.g hands to join, 
Bor thee ihould Phoebus fmg, and all the tuneful Nine*. 

Wl\ile I, in annual fongs, thy name would raifc, 
Thy clay fhould (land above the reft of days, 
Anrd lovers blefs the Saint, and crown my head with bays! 

F R A G-^ 
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FRAGMENT. BY MR, SAY. 
NOT IN HIS WORKS.; 

HAIL, native foil f thy flowery dales, with fhade 
Of (lately elms and fpreading beeches browo^ 
Oft may I lonely haunt^ with penfive thought 
Delighted ; while the evening bird, conceal'd 
In thickeft covert, tunes her mournful fong. 
And fooths my ravilh'd ear. Here may I lead 
My life unknown, and wear my years away 
In harmlefs pleafures pure ; far from the crimes 
Of guilty cities } till, like mellowing fruit. 
On the fair ground that nourifli'd me I fall. 
And clofe my eyes where firfl they faw the light. 
Meanwhile, Urania, deign, beneath this roof. 
Though plain, yet neat, to dwell j and blefs thy fon, 
Enamour'd ! fprinkle from the facred well 
With hallow'd waters* powerful charm, to chafe 
Vice from the guarded door ; that nought profane 
May dare to violate the Mufes* feat* 

WRITTEN IN A STORM. BY THE SAMfi.- 

TTARK ! the loud Thunder rattles through the ikyt . 
•*• •*- The Ocean foams, and lifts its billows high t 
The folid Earth from her foundation (hakes. 
And every human hean with terror quakes. 
Sinners feel only fear : Their Father's voice 
The Righteous own, and tremble and rejoice* 

T O 
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TO MR. THOMAS GODFREY, 
OF HODEFORD IN KENT. 

IN ALLV6I0N TO HORACE, BOOK I. £PISTLE IV. 

BY MR. SAY. NOV. 17, 1698. 

"PX EAR friend, whom favouring Providence allows 

"*^ A fruitful foil, that round a pleafant feat 

Lies various ; paAure, arable, or wood ; 

A plain with riiing hills inclos'd : what now 

Shall the divining Mufe fuppofe to engage 

Your thoughtful hours ? — Or in fomc grove retir*«l 

You walk unfeen ; in contemplation high 

Rais'd up above the world, and fee beneath^ 

Companionate, the cares and fond defigns 

Of reftlefs mortals, always in purfuit 

Of what they always have j (lill heaping up 

Stores to be us*d, yet never ufe their (lores. 

O blind of heart ! the blifs ye feek, behold 

Already in your hands ! — Or clfe, with eyes^ 

Fix*d on fome grave difcourfe, you now perhaps 

Confult with antient fages how to guide 

Your life by Wifdom's rules, enquiring ftill 

What moft befeems the good t' enquire. — Bleft man f 

To whom your wealthy fire has left enough, 

Though with a partial hand 5 and God reveal'd 

The fecret known to few, to very few, 

" That half a great eftate (as the wrong'd Bard * 

To a greedy brother fung) is more than all."— 

Happy ! who well have learnt the precious art 

* Hcfiod. 

Te 
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To value right his gifts, and freely ufc 

What God has freely fent ; nor will be bought 

With rich temptations to enflave your houn. 

And quit the eafe Heaven's kindnefs has indulg'd. 

What can the careful mother more rcqueft 

For her lov'd fon, than to be wife and good 1 

Able to fpeak his fenfe ? that vigorous health 

And public fame and favour may attend 

A well-fpent life, and a neat table, fpread 

With wholfome food convenient, though not rich. 

Yet never poor ? All beyond this is mere 

Incumbrance, and the wiih of fools, who toil 

As if they were to raife a (lock to-day, 

From which to fpend for ages ! Wifely you 

Enjoy the prefent blelTings, and depend 

On heaven for what Ihall be. This hour, you think. 

May prove your lafl ; and hence to-morrow's fun. 

As unezpe6^ed, will more grateful rife. 

THE NAMES CUT IN THE BARK OF A TREE 

IN ELHAM PARK IN KENT. 

BY MR. SAY. 

TO THE TREE. 

T^ AIR Beech, that bear'fl our interwoven names 
-■• Here grav'd, the token of our mingled flames, 
Preferve the mark s and, as thy head (hall rife. 
Our loves (hall heighten till they reach the ikies 1 
The wounds in us, as thefe in tliee (hall fpread. 
Larger by time, and fairer to be read. 

Stand, 
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Stand, facred tree f here fbill ioviolate (land. 

By no rude axe profan'd, by no unballow'd hand. 

Be thou the tfee of Love, and here declare. 

That once a nymph was found as true as ihe was fair ! 

T O A L A D Y, 

WORKING A FLOWERED PETTICOAT 

FOR CECILIA. BY MR. SAY. 

Ty LEST garment, that (hall thofe foft limbs enfold^ 

"■^ Proud of thy flowing train and mingled gold : 

And bleft the hands, whofe artful fingers form 

The myftic ftories which that robe adorn ! 

Oh ! had but Nature more ray make refin*d, 

And with the man the female foftnefs join'd ; 

Then undifUnguiCh'd might my ihape remain. 

Like Thetis' fon amid the virgin train ; 

Then for her wear my needle (hould have wtoughc 

Embroider'd figures, by my paflion taught ; 

Love would dire£i: my artlefs hands, and guide 

The (lender thread through the fine woof to (li Jc ; 

Here I, my («x concealed, the gentle fire 

Would into her unwary breaft infpire, 

While near me the bright dame (afFefted pride 

And modeft virgin-blu(hes laid afide) 

In nacife innocence fecure (hould (land. 

Commend my labours, and approve my hand ; ^ 

What nor my pen, nor faultering tongue, could dare^ 

The bolder needle, fearlefs, (hould declare ; 

And the dumb ftadow's filent voice fsroclaim 

My humble love, and court the haughty dame. 
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ON THE DEATH OF 

LESBIA'S GREEN- BIRD. 

BY MR. HENRY NEEDLE R*. 

A H, haplefs bird ! has then untimely death 
•^^ Silenc'd thy throat, and flopp'd thy tuneful breath? 
No more thy plumes their faded verdure boaft. 
Dim are thy little eyes, and all their luftre loft ! 
No longer muft thy chearful notes deh'ght 
Fair Lefbia's ear ; thy beauteous forra, her fight ; 
No more will fhe each morn, with pleafing care, 
Freih food for thee, and fragrant greens prepare, 
Whilft fluttering wings and brifker chirps confefs 
Thy rifing joy, and grateful thanks exprefs. 

^ Of the Nayy-office, a young man of genius and icience^ 
piety and virtue ; the grandfon of Colonel Needier, a Roy- 
alift, who fcrved under General Monck, about the time of 
the Reftoratlon. His faculties were in&paired, and his death 
(which happened in 1718, when he was only twenty-eight 
years of age) accelerated, by his fcdentary life, and intenfe 
application, principally to the mathematicks. A fmall vo- 
lume of his works was collected and publifhed by his friend 
Mr. Duncombc in 1724, of which there have been three 
editions. His name-fake, Accomptant-general of the Excife- 
office, and for many years firft violin at the Crown and An- 
chor concert, or academy of antient mufic, who died in 1760, 
and whofe life Sir John Hawkins has given in his " Hiftory 
"of Mofic," was not his nephew, as that gentleman fup- 
pofes, (yo1« v. p. 124.) but hjs &rft ccufin. jD. 

Proud 
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Proud to be tended by a hand fo fair, 
Wcll-plcas*d thou lofs of liberty could*ft bear, ' 
Nor enyy'd other birds that range in open air. 
Thee chief mufician of her feather*d choir. 
Fair Leibia held, thee moft fhe did admire r 
Oft would (he praife thy fwcet harmonious lay, 
Jbid liflen to thy fong the live-long day. 
Moan, all ye birds of Leibia's concert, moan 
In doleful notes your warbling partner gone : 
Let wreaths of night-ihade, and of baneful yew. 
Each cage adorn» or fprigs of cyprefs drew. 
This theme let every tender Poet chufe j 
Let Leibia's lofs employ each gentle Mufe ; 
Henceforth let none Corinna's parrot name. 
But Lefbia's green-bird fill the trump of fame. 



PROLOGUE TO JULIUS C^SAR. 

SPOKEN AT ST. PAUL'S SCHOOL, 
JANUARY 27> I?"- 

BY MR. NEEDLE R. 

O HOULD Shakfpeare's ghoft return again to light, 

^ And fee us play his Caefar here to-night, 

How would he fmile to view our mimick rage. 

And little heroes fVrut along the (lage, 

To fee in miniature his lofty fcenes 

A£led by beardlefs Statefmen in their teens ! 

Yet our green age may juflly plead our caufe, 
Procure our pardon, if not gain applaufe. 

X In 
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In great and worthy things, th* attempt alone 
May claim fome portion of deferv'd renown. 
The third: of fame, the very love of praifc, 
A noble generous turn of foul betrays : 
'Tis this the panting hero's mind excites 
To talks of glory, and his toil requites. 
'Twas love of fame that Cafar's bofom fir'd 
With a£iive valour, and his bread infpir'd 
0*er the whole globe to flretch the Roman fway. 
And make the diftant poles their laws oBey. 

ImpelPd by this, what dauntlefs fouls xran dare, 
Let matchlefs Marlb'rough's mighty deeds declare j 
Great Marlborough ! in whofe accoraplifli'd mind 
All Caefar, but his vices, we may find j 
Who, in a jufter caufe, and not his own. 
Has C«far's conduft and his courage (hown. 

Yet not to thirft of fame alone we owe 
Heroic actions, but to beauty too : 
Oft your refiftlefs charms, ye (hining Fair, 
In worthy deeds may juftly claim a (hare ; 
Love oft the noble martial flame infpires. 
And ^t your eyes the hero's bofom tires. 
Who for your fmiles does Honour's paths purfue. 
And conquers nations, but to conquer you. 

EPIGRAM. BY MR. N E E D L E R. 

"p\ELlVER*D in a dull and lifelefs ftrain, 
^^ The beft di{courfest;iio attention gain ; 
For if the orator fecms half 'aflecp, 
He 11 fcarce his auditors from fnoring keep. 
Vol. VL E WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN UNDER AN O^A K. 

BY M R. N E E D L E R. 

TTAILf' friendly plant I beneath the (hade 
-*■•*- By whofc wide-fpreading branches made* 
Extended on the grafs along, 
I nneditate my carelefs fong, 
,Provok*d by birds that tune their lays. 
And winds that whifpcr in thy fprayt. • 
When I furvcy thy ftately head, 
And aged trunk, with mofs o'erfpread^ 
Diviner thoughts enrich my brain, 
And lift roe to a loftier ftrain i 
Thus Mona's * Bards received of old 
The fecrets they the people told ; 
Whilft whifpcring Genii of the air 
Infpir'd the truths they did declare. 
Could I coropofe a deathkfs fong, 
Like thee majedic, lofty, flrong ; 
To thee my grateful Mufe Ibould raife 
Some trophy worthy of thy praife ; 
With fadelefs leaves thy head fhould crowdt 
And make thee equal in renown 
To royal Charles's f fiarry tree, 
That twinkles o*er the fouthern fca>; 
I 'd tell how Jove's imperial mind 
Was plcas'd with thy majefUc kind ; 

^ The Ide of Angiefey, £reqvented by the Druids. H. N. 

f Dr. Halley has diftinguilhed one of the fouthern conftella^ 

lions by the name of Robur CiM«linii% or Charles's Oak. Id* 

(Wha 
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(Who from the thunder's blading ftroke 

Ever exempts his favoured oak ;} 

And oaken wreaths the brows did grace 

Of yidtors in the dufty race : 

But this my verfe in vain would flrive } 

My verfe, which cannot thee furvive. 

MR. NEEDLER TO A LADY, 

OFFERING TO TELL THE AUTHOR HIS FORTUNE. 

/^ H L O E, you well my fate may ihow, 

^^ Which, whether good or bad, from you muft flow* 

With needleis care you fearch the (lars and (kics ; 

No ftars can influence me, but thofe bright eyes. 

The Gods, that govern by fupreme decree. 

In their own minds may all events forefce. 

EPIGRAM, BY THE SAME, 

OCCASIONED BY READING AN INSIPID SATIRE 

AGAINST SIR RICHARD STEELE, INTITULED, 

" INSTRUCTIONS TO A PAINTER." 

WRITTEN EXTEMPORE, IN 1713. 

PAINTER, one figure more, at my requeilf 
Let on the living canvafs be expred ; 
There let an afs a Satyr's vifard wear, 
Conrpicuous by uncommon length of ear $ 
Whilft on the ground a feeble lion feels 
The cowaird fury of his fpurning heels. 

E a ON 
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ON ARITHMETIC AND GEOMEji^Y. 
B-Y MR. N E E D L E r: 

TTA I L, heavenly pair ! by whofe conf^iring ifd 
-*- ■■• The beauteous fabrick of the world was made ! 

Led on bv yoii, audacious men forget 

The narrow bounds by envious Nature fct ; 
To yon bright manfions foar. with happy flight, '■ ' ' 
Survey the ftarry realms, and range through worlds of 
- light ! ' • ' " • * ■ 

XO THE EARL OF R O SCOM MON*i 

OCCASIONED BY HIS LORDSHIP'S ESSAY ON 

TRANSLATED VERSE. 

FROM THE LATIN OF MR. CHARLES DRYDEH. 

BYTHESAME. 

np HAT happy Britain boafts her tuneful race, 
-*• ' And laurel wreaths her peaceful temples grace. 
The honour and the praife is juftly due 
Tq you alone, illudrious Edrl 1 to you. 
For fotm as Horace, jwith his artful page, 
By thee explain'd,.had taught the liflening age ; 

Of 
^ It vr«t:ld have beeiv an accejf>table prefent to the publ2b|c, 
if I had been able to have prefixed to one of thefe rolumei 
a portrait of this amiable peer. .1 cannot, ho>ifever> but 
fubmit to my readers feme curious particulars on the. fubje^b, 
which have been kindly communicated by a gentlcmaa whofe 
name I am not ^t liberty to difclofe: " Mr. Granger 
•* mjiltcs no mention of . any print of Lord Rofcommon, 

** nor 
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Of brighteft Bards arofe a fkilful train, 
Who fvveetTy fung in their immortal flrain. 
No more content great Marc's fteps to trace, 
Ne\V paths we learch, and tread unbeaten ways. 
Ye Britons, then, triumphantly rejoice ; 
And with loud peals, and one confenting voice, 
Applaud the man, who does unrival'd iit, 
** The fovereign-judge and arbiter of wit !" 
For, led by thee, an endlefs train fliall rife 
Of Poets, who ihall climb fuperior fkies ; 

HeVocs 

*' nor can I find any account of a pifture of him ; but 
** Dr. Cfeetwodc's Mf. Life of him fays, if I remember right, 
** that the print prefixed to his Poems [I fuppofc he means 
" fome edition of his Poems in the latter end of the laft 
***or the beginning of th^ prefent century] was very likTc 
** him J and that Lord Rofcommon very ftrongly refembled 
"^ the famous Lord Strafford. By the bye, all the Biographers 
*' feem to have been ignorant as to the degree of relationfhip 
"between thefc twoperfons ; and, what is very extraordinary, 
" Dr. Chctvrode himfclf does not appear to have known how 
<* nearly they were related. The fad is, that Lord Rofcommon 
<* was Lord Strafford's nepkr-jj ; his father, Sir James Dillon, 
** the third carl of Rofcommon, having married Elizabeth 
**thc youngeft daughter of Sir William Wentworth, of 
«- Wentworth Woodhoufe, in the county of York, fifter to 
■ " the Earl of Strafford. Hence Lord Rofcommon was chrif- 
^* tencd fVenfivorth 'j and probably was born in 1633, when 
" Lord Strafford was in Ireland. His father died at Lime- 
** rick in 1649. The Poet, on the fccond of November, 1674, 
•<* married^ as his fccond wife, Ifabella daughter of Matthew 
E 3 ** Boyntoo, 
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Heroes and Gods in worthy verfe fliall Cng, 
And tune to Homer's lay the lofty firing. 

Thy works too, fovercign Bard * ! if right I fee. 
They Ihall tranflate with equal majefty ; 
While with new ;oy thy happy fhade Ihall rove 
Through the blcft mazes of th* Elyfian grove, 
And, wondering, in Britannia's rougher tongue 
To find thy heroes and thy (hepherds fung. 
Shall break forth in thefe words r " Thy favoured name, 
(ireat heir and guardian of the Mantuan fame ! 
How (ball my willing gratitude purfue 
With praifes large as to thy worth are due ? 
Though taftelefs Bards, by Nature never taught, 
In wretched rhymes difguife my genuine thought ; 

** Boynton, cfq. of Yorkihire. This, I believe, has not been 
<* mentioned. As to what the Biographers fay of Lord Straf- 
" ford's fending over for hini, after the breaking out of the civil 
*« Ivors, and placing him near his country-feat in Yorkihire, 
<< it muft be a miAake. If Lord Straiford fent for him at all, 
** it muft have been at fome earlier period j for he himfelf 
<* was Ix'headed before the civil war can properly be faid to 
** have begun. Probably he brought his nephew with him 
*^ from Ireland in 1640, on his return from his government. 
^* It isr not, I believe, generally known that all the particulars 
<* of Lord Rofcommon, related by Fenton, are taken from 
** Chetvvode's Menmin of that nobleman, with which he pro-. 
** bably was furnilhcd by Mr. Thomas Baker, who left them, 
" with many other Manufcripts, to the Library of St. John's 
** College, Cambridge. The Life of Lord Rofcommon is 
" very ill written, full of high-church cant and common- 
'* place obfervation." N. 
* Virgil. H. N. 

;! Though 
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Though Homer now the wars of godlike Kingt 
Ih Ovid's fofr enervate numbers iings; 
Tuneful Silenus, and the matchlefs verfe 
That does the birth of infant worlds rehearfe. 
Atones for all : by that my refcued fame 
Shall vie in age with Nature's deathlefs frame; 
By thee the learned fong (hall nobly live, 
And praife from every Britifh tongue receive. 

Give to thy daring genius then the rein, 
And freely launch into a bolder flrain ; 
Nor with thefe words my happy fpirit grieve : 
* The lalt good office of thy friend receive *.* 

On the firm bafe of thy immortal lays, 
A nobler pile to thy lov'd Maro raife ; 
My glory by thy ikill Ihall brighter fhinc. 
With native charms and energy divine ! 
Britain with juft applaufe the work fliall read, ■ 
And crown, with fadelefs bays, thy facred head. 
Nor fliall thy Mufe the graver's pencil need. 
To draw the hero pn his prancing fteed ; 
Thy living verfe ihall paint th' imbattled hoft 
Jb bolder figures than his art can boail. 
While the low tribe of vulgar writers drive. 
By mean falfe arts to make their verfions live; 
Forfake the text, and blend each fterling line 
With comments foreign to my true defign ; 
My latent fenfe thy happier thought explores^ . 
And injur'd Maro to himfclf reilores." 

* *' Cape dona extrema tuoromi" the motto to Lord 
Rofcommon'i Efiaj. H.N. 

E4, ON 
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ON MR. BAYES'S* DRAMATIC PIECES. 

BY NICHOLAS ROWE, ESQ^ 

NOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS. 

TllT I T and the Laws had both the fame ill fate, 

^ And partial Tyrants fway'd in cither ftatc. 
lU-naturM Cenfurc would be fure to damn 
An alien Wit of independent fame j 
While Bayes, grown old, and hardened in offence. 
Was fufFer'd to write-on in fpite of fenfc ; 
Back'd by his friends, th* invader brought along 
A crew of foreign words into our tongue, 
To ruin and enflave the free-born Englifh fongj 
Still the prevailing fadlion propt his throne, 
And to four volumes let his plays run on. 

ON A PENCIL, SENT TO HIS WIFEf. 

BY THE LATE HON. THOMAS HERVEYJ. 
"pOOR fenfelefs utenfil, could you but know 
-■■ What wondrous powers to Hervey's hand you owcj 
The truth and wit that on your traces dwell, 
Whene'er llie urges you her thoughts to tell : 
How proud, how bleft, how envy'd muft you be, 
To kifs your prompter, and its diftates fee ! 
Angels and men might at your blifs repine. 
Divided thus, 'twixt fenfual and divine. 
* Dryden. N. 

•f* She had been Mifs Arine Coghlen of Ireland. D, 
X Third fon of the firft Earl of Briftol, and uncle to 
the prefent, well known by his genius and eccentricity, both 
which are very apparent in his Letters to Sir Thomas Han- 
nier> and other publications, D. 

HORACE, 
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ON A LADY'S HAN D - WRITING, 
BY GEORGE JEFFREYS*, ESQ^ 
TN charafters fo fair, wc trace 
-■• Eliza's charming hand, 
That Heaven alone, who form'd her face, 

Could fvvectcr ftrokes command. 
The beauties there by Nature wrought 

Excell the writer's art ; 
For here the wondering eye is caught. 
But there the wounded heart. 

HORACE, 

♦ This gentleman, who was educated at Weftminfter 
fchool under Dr. Bulby, was the Ion of Chriftopher Jeffreys, 
efq; of Wcldron in Northamptonlhire, and nephew to James 
thcSthlordChandos.Hewas admitted of Trinity Collegc,Cam- 
bridge, in 1694, where lie took the degrees in arts, was eleAed 
fellow in 1701, and prclicicd in the philofophy-fchools as mo- 
derator in 1706. He was alfo fub-orator for Dr. Aylofte, and 
not going into orders within eight years, as the ftaiutes of that 
college require, he quitted his fellowihlp in 1709. Though 
Mr. Jeffreys was called to the bar, he never pradifed the law, 
but, after afting as fccretary to Dr. Hartilonge blfhop of 
Deny, at the latter end of queen Anne's and the beginning 
of George the Firft's reign, fpent moft of the remainder of his 
life in the families of the two laft dukes of Chandos, his re- 
lations. In 1754 he publlihed, by fubfcription, a 4to volume 
of ** Mifcellanies, in Verfe and Profe,'* among which are 
two tragedies, (viz. *< Edwin" and « Merope," both adcd 
at the theatre-royal in Lincoln's- Inn-fields) and " The Tri- 
umph of Truth,'* an oratorio. " This collcAion (as the 
author obferves in his dedication to the prefent duke of Chan- 
ges, then marqnefs of Carnarvon,) includes an uncommon 

length 



5« MISCErLANY P DEM S.- 
HORACE, BOOK ir. ODE IX;. 
IMITATED BY THE SAME. 

'T^HOUGH tempefls long may tofs the fea, 
"■" And Norway, xhill'd by winter, mourn $ 
Yet Norway's fnow will melt away. 

When Zephyr's genial gales return; 
When birds and flowers the fuHen year reftore, - 
It (ighs in winds, and weeps in rain, no more. 
But you, eternal mourner, you, 

Amyntor gone where all muft go. 
With ever ftreaming eyes purfue. 

Dwell on his grave, and doat on woe 5 
Amyntor is by day the darling theme ; 
And dear Amyntor ftill the nightly dreamt: 
Yet Mordaunt's f eyes are dri^d at laft. 

Though in one fleeting year he mourn'd^ 
His angel conforc, bright and chafte. 

With two brave fons to duft returned t 
His fam'd Valencia's doom in his we trace, ■ 
So fignal was the fhock, fo ihort the fpace. 

length of tIme,from the Terfes on the duke of Glouceftcr'i 
death in lydO to thofc on his lord{hip*s marriage in 1753." 
• Mr. Jeffreys died in 1755, aged 77. 'See Letters of Emi- 
nent Pcrfons, vol. II. p. 17,— In Sir John Hawkins's " Hif- 
tory of Mufic," vol. IV. p. 64. his grandfather, George, is 
recorded as King Charles the Firil's organiil at Oxford, 1643, 
and fervant to Lord Hatton in Northamptonlhire, where he 
had lands of his own ; and alfo his father, Chrifl:opher, of 
Weldron in Northamptonihire. p. 323, as << a fludent of 
Chrift-Church^ who played well on the organ." The anony. 

mous 
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Of roatchlefs Blandford's X early fate 

The parents now no more complain ; 
The fiflers,. funk beneath the weight 

Of pious forrowy ihine again, 
Bright as the moon reflefbed by the tide, 
Or you, Clemenc, ere yoar brother died. 
Then mourn no longer, heavenly maid, 

Amyntor fnatch'd in Nature's prime ; 
Muft Beauty too, by grief decay'd. 

Be k)fb, like him, before the time ? 
Think on thofe eyes, and then from tears refrain | 
Or mud Philander always fue in vain > 

ODE, BY MR. JEFFREYS, 

ON THB DEATH OP CHARLES XII. KING OF SWtDEll, 

/^ ! ever honoured, and deplor'd ! 

^^ Whether in nonhcrn Ikies ador*d, 
Thy new-born flar extends the glittering wain } 

Or near the balance points Aftrasa's fword, 
To fcattcr her's and Sweden's foes again : 

Which of thy kindred lights, ingrate 

To thee ! their common care fo lace. 
Was licensed here its baneful rays to ihed. 

Devoting to the treacliery of fate. 
And random ruin, thy anointed head } 

mous verfcs prefixed to Cato were by this gentleman, which 
Mr. Addifon never knew. The alterations in thefe Odes are 
from the author's correded copy. N. 

f Earl of Peterborough. His lady died May 13, 1709, 
his youngeft fon February 24, 1709-10, and hia eldeft fon 
April 6, 1 7 10. D. 

X Son to the great Puke of Marlborovi|^h. 1^« 



4d miscellany P.OEMS.- 
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What though thy native valgur fought ... 

Renown, with cndlefs hazard bought ; 
The fabled armbur forg'd hy hands divine. 

And to her darling fon by Venus brought, 
Was but a fpirit, and a caufe, like thine. 

O ! flain to Virtue, on the throne . 

So rarely found, fo early gone ! 
O fatal end of all thy glorious toil ! 

And wert thou thus decreed, and .thus alone. 
To take pofTeflioa of the hollile foil ? 

Not-€o the trembling Dane prefag'd ; 

And other hopes thy youth engag'd. 
By wonders fav'd, by victories adorn'd ; 

Thy maiden war with hardy Saxoils wag*d"; 
And thy true fword by vanquifti'd Ruflia mourn*d. 

Did Death for this reprieve its prey, 

On black Piiltowa's fatal day } 
Then angry billows crofs'd thy dangerous flighty 

But perfevcring courage found the way 
To lofe with honour, and invade with right. 

The vedcl, with its royal freight 

Of virtues, by uncommon fate, 
From patriots, herots. martyrs, Saints, derived, 

Had brav*d the fwelling main's tumultuous height. 
And the loud war of wintry winds furviv'd : 

When fudden, lo ! it finds a grave, 

(Near though the port, and fmooth the wave) 
Sunk in the faithlcfs fands by Fortune's play; 

Pleas'd as (he was to dafli the hopes fhe gave, 
And tlirow repeated miracles away. 

But, 
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But, Sweden ! thou with pious art 
Embalm the warrior's mortal part, 
The gjuardian relics of the great and juftj 

And may the genius that inflam'd his hearty 
Attend his tomb, and fignalizehk duft! 
Then, if thy forrows cannot yet 
The watchman of his flock forget. 
And vengeance muft prevail, though lohg with(leod| 

This fuD of glory in a fea ihall fct, 
A fea of Danilh and of German blood. 

HORACE, ODE IV. BOOK IV, 
BY GEORGE JEFFREYS, ESQ^ , 
A S Jove's imperial bird, to whom the fway 
-^^ 0*£t all the fcathcr'd race was, given j ^ 

(For fo did he his trufty favourite pay, . 

For wafting Ganymede to Heaven) ; 
With native vigour, join'd to youthful prime. 

Springs fro^ the neft, though checked by fear. 
Unwonted heights with tender wing to climb, 
The iky when fummer breezes clear : 

With hoftile rage the fpoilcr next defccnds 

Impetuous oq the bleating fold : ^ 

Thence, more alTur'd, reluftant dragons rends, 

Wi^ love of prey and combat bold : 
Or as a kid, on paflares fair to graze ' "* 

Intent, the lion's progeny, 
Wcan'd froni his yellow mother's milk, iurvcys, 

By fangs m flaughter new, to die : 

Such 
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Such Drufus the Vindelici beheld 

Beneath the Alps, unmatch*d in war ! 
And by a fage and youthful leader quell'd. 

The troops, wftdrious, long, and far, 

Prov'd what a genius and a mind could darc^ 

By precept ^nd example taught ; 
And what, Auguftus, thy paternal care 

In either Nero's bloom has wrought. 

The brave beget the brave : the bull, the Aeed, 
Are ftamp'd upon their generous race 5 

>Ipjr is the dove's unwarlike brood decreed 
The royal eagle t6 difgrace. 

But Culture calls the hidden vigour forth ; 

And Virtue, when on Learning built, 
'Confirms the heart.* in blood devoid of worth. 

The confcious fhame enhances guilt. 

What Rome her Ncros owes, let Afdrubal 

Be witnefs, that decisive day, 
Tiie firft, that near Metaurus, by his fall. 

From Latium chas'd the night away : 

When the dire African to Mars, among 

Th* Italian cities, gave the rein. 
Impetuous as the flame, that runs along 

The pines, or Eurus o'er the main. 
From that bright hour the Roman youth fudain'd 

With better fate the toils of fight 5 
And the fad ihrines, by Punic foes profan'd, 

Now found their guardian Gods upright* 

When 
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'When Hancibal at length dcfpondicg fpcke, 

** Like <bgs, die prev of «olTe«, are we^ 
And raflily to the fight fudi foes proiokc^ 

As to elude were vidorv. 
The wauTior race, who to the Latian coafl^ 

From Iliam, fuok in Grecian £res, 
' Cor.7ey*d their Gods, on Tufcan hi Hows toft^ 

Their oflspring and their aged fires, 
■ Uninjured, fike the widely-fpreadin? oak 

On Algidus, with ftade emhrown'd, 
'Defy the fturdy fteel^s repeated ftroke. 

And draw new Tigonr from the woond. 
Not baffled Hercules rcceiT'd a foil 

More grievoat from the fprootioe floie 

* Of Hydra's heads ; no greater pell the foil 

Of Thebes or Colchis ever bore. 
Plung'dan the deep, more graceful thence they fpriB^ 

The fons of dearly purcbas'd fame ; 
Though thrown, with vaft applaufe the Tidor flis^ 

And matrons their exploits proclaim. 

* WiA lofty tidings I ihall ne'er again 

My long-^umphant Carthage hail : 
Loft, loft, in Afdrubal mitimely (lain. 

Oar name's bcft hope and fortune ful." 
The Claudian hands ill wonders ihall per^mn^ 

By Jove's indulgent aid fecur'd; 
And by fagacious care, to rule the ftorm 

Of well-cooneded war, inur'd *• 

* This Ode (fays Scaliger) ^ is not inferior to Pindar : In 
It HoTKe has eicelkd himlclf and all the Gfcck Poets*" 
wCtwchhaioMttcditinlttStranflaticB, IK 
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TO MR. CONGREVE, . 
ON HIS PLAYS AND POEMS. 
BY MRS. EHZABETH TOLLE T *. 

/^ O N G R E V E ! the juftea glory of our age I 
^^ The whole Menander of the Englifli ftage ! 
Thy comic Mufe, in each complete defign, 
Does manly fenfe and fprightly wit combine. . 
And fure tlie Theatre was meant a fchool. 
To lalh the vicious, and expofe the foolj . 

♦ Daughter of George Toilet, cfq. who, as a commiifipner 
of the navy, had a houfe iu the Tower in the reigns of King 
William and Queen Anne. Sir Ifaac Newton honoured both 
him and his daughter with his friendfhip, and was much 
pleafed with fome of her firft elTays. She has paid a grateful 
tribute to the memory of that great man in a copy of verfes, 
[]p< 6/9.3 ^^^ works (publilhed after her death, which happened 
in 1754) sibound with fentiment and fimpliciry (beauties 
rare4y to be found in modern poems), and yet are far from 
being deftitute of fpirit and poetical ornament. Some of the 
poems indeed have iuch a philofophical call, and fo great a 
depth of thought, that they will fcarcely be underftood by 
the heau monde. The worthy author's head and heart con- 
curred in promoting the caufe of Good-manners, Virtue, and 
Religion. She would not fuffer her poems to appear till (he 
herfelf w*as beyond the reach of envy or applaufe. They arc 
very incorreflly printed. The writer of this note has them 
correfted, with contents prefixed. She- left her eftate (a 
pretty good one) to her youngeft nephew. Her eldeft, George 
.'Toilet efq. of Bedey Hall in Staffordihire, a gentleman of 
letters. and fortune, well known by his curiou^ iliuftrations.of 
Shakfpcare^ died OAobetil^ 1779* .. D«:, 

The 
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The wilful fool, whofe wit is always ihewn 

To hit another's fault and mifs his own. 

Laughs at himfelf, when hy thy fkill exprefl^ 

And always in his neighbour finds the jefl. 

A fame from vulgar chara£lcrs to raifc 

Is every Poet's labour, and his praife : 

They, fearful, coaft j while you forfake the (hore» 

And undifcover'd worlds of wit explore, 

Enrich the fcenc with charafters unknown. 

There plant your colonics, and fl\ your throne. 

Let Ma&welPs treacheries, and Touchwood's rage, -» 

Let rugged Ben, and Forcfight's tinoorous age, > 

And Heartwell's fuUen paffion, grace the ftage : J 

Then let half-criticks veil their idle fpitc. 

For he knows bed to rail, wlio word can write. 

Let jufter fatirc now employ the pen, 

Te tax the vicious on the world's great fccne ; 

There the Reformer's praife the Poet (hares. 

And boldly laflies whom the Zealot fpares. 

Ye Briiifti Fair ! could your bright eyes rcfufc 
A pitying tear to grace his tragic Mule ? 
Can generous Ofmyn figh beneath his chain, 
Or the diftrcfs'd Almcria weep in vain ? 
A kindly pity every bread mud move. 
For injur'd Virtue, or for fufteiing Love. 
The Nymphs adorn Padora's facred toml). 
And mourn the lov'd Amynta's (hort-iiv'd bloom : 
The Learn'd admire the Poet, when he flics 
To trace thd Theban fwan amid the ikies ; 
When he tranflatcs, dill faithful to the lenfc, 
He conies, and improves each excclkoce. 

Vol. VL P Or 
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Or when he teaches how the rich and great. 
And all but dcathlefs Wit, muft yield to Fate; 
Or when he (ings the courfcr*8 rapid fpeed. 
Or Virtue's loftier praife, and nobler deed; 
Each various grace embelliflics his fong. 
As Horace eafy, and as Pindar ftrong 5 
Pindar, who long like oracles ador'd 
In reverend darknefs, now to light 
Shall {lamp thy current wit, and 
record. 



3r'd •* 

ht reftor'd, I 

id feal thy fame's | 



THE PRAISE OF ASTRONOMY. 
FROM OVID'S FASTI, BOOK 1. 

BY MRS. T O L L E T. 
" Felices animos quibus haec cognofcere primis. — *' 

r\ HAPPY fouls, who firft afpir'd to climb, 

^^ With glorious cares, the heavenly feats fublimc ! 

Who rais'd aloft the head, to leave behind 

The crimes and pleafures that debafe mankind ! 

Nor could the Cyprian dame, or flowing bowls, 

F-nerve their generous breads, or dull their fouls ; 

Nor the laborious duties of tlie barj 

Nor more heroic dangers of the war ; 

Nor them the fumes of light ambition warm*d. 

Nor glory them with painted beauties charm*d j 

Nor them folicitcd the mean defire, 

That fliining drofs and golden dull infpirc : 

But to our eyes the diftant ftars they brought; 

And boundlefs aether circumfcrib'd in thought. 

Til 
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•Tis not by Olla on Olympus thrown, 
Though to the flars afpires the topmod cone 
Of Pelion, pil'd on both, the ikies \vc gain : 
'Pis thus that fcience can the heavens obtain. 

THE TRIUMVIRATE OF POETS. 
BY MRS. TOLLET. 

"OR IT A IN with Greece and Rome contended long 

"*^ For lofty genius, and poetic fong, 

Till this Auguftan age with Three was blcft. 

To fix the prize, and finiih the contcft. 

In Addifon, immortal Virgil reigns ; 

So pure his numbers, fo rcfin'd his ftrains t 

Of nature full, with more impetuous heat. 

In Prior Horace (hincs, fublimely great. 

Thy country, Homer ! we difputc no morCf 

For Pope has fix'd it to his native ihore. 

ON SHAKSPEARE'S MONUMENT* 
BY THE SAME. 

/^ L D Homcr*s fancy^d face, a form unknown, 
^^ Survives in breathing brafs, or Parian flonc: 
While of the mind fuch images remain, 
We wilh to raife the honour'd (hade again ; 
Immortal Wit compels us to admire 
The relique, refcued from devouring Fire. 
Such Shakfpeare was ; from hence Invention took 
The (ludious podure^ and the piercing look. 

F 1 He, 
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He, nobly bold, difdainM the bounds of Art, 
And fpoke the native di61:atcs of the heart; 
Could paint the fofrnefs of th* enamoured maid. 
The jealous lover to his rage betray*d ; 
Could trace the paflions to their fccrct fprings, 
The pride of heroes, and the wrongs of kings ; 
The murderer's guilt j and whifper in the ear 
What dire ambition trembles but to hear. 
Fairies and ghods obey'd his magic wand ; 
And with new beings fUl'd an unknown land x 
Ev'n then he taught the vifionary throng. 
With ufeful truth to moralize the fong. 
Ye kings, who oncQ our ancient fceptre fway'd, 
Though here in dull your facred heads are laid. 
Afford the poet's monument a room, 
Whofe Mufe recalls you from the iilent tomb. 
At her command, majeftic each appears. 
To claim the loyal tribute of our tears ,• 
The wafte of civil fury to difclofe. 
Their mighty triumphs, and their mighty woes. 
When princes fall, too great to fall alone. 
We weep thofe ills our anceftors have done. 
Such w*s tlie Bard * ; true to his country's cauf?. 
He fcorn'd to give fuccefsful vice applaufe. 
Such may he ftill remain ; through every age, 
With patriot virtue :o infpire the flage ! 

♦ There is no genuine pifture of Shakfpeare. Tliat callcci 
his was taken long after his death from a pcrfon fuppofed ex- 
tremely like him ; at the dire^ion of Sir Thomas Clarges. 

Mrt, ToLLET. 
O N 
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ON THE DEATH OF SIR ISAAC NEWTON. 

WRITTEN ON THE NIGHT OP HIS FUNERAL, 
MARCH 28, 1727. BY MRS. TOLLBT. 

'' I ^ I S now the night thy pious friends entruft 

-■- To facrcd earth thy venerable duft ; 
By Nature doomed maturely to expire ; 
If life or fame can fatiate the defire. 
Immortal and fecure thy name remains. 
Which fcarcc the habitable world contains. 
Whether thou didft the leveFd tube apply. 
To bring the planets to thy fcarching eye ; 
Or rather through the heavens thy fpirii flew. 
To trace their motions with a nearer view ; 
What force their deftin'd line obliquely beads, 
And what in vacuous fpace their weight fufpcndsj 
Or to defcribe how this terreflrial ball, 
Where man, as in himfelf, has centred all. 
And doom'd it ever to repofc profound, 
IncefTant fmifiics its ample round 
Of annual courfe ; or to the morning ray 
Obverts its front, or wheels to fly the day : 
To calculate how didant we admiie. 
Or how enjoy remote the folar fire. 
Thy foul th' abyfs of numbers couh! explore j 
Though they, like Hydra, multiply their florej 
Thy mind, cnlarg'd by Nature to compute 
Her vaftcft work, could trace the moll minute j 
Alike cxa£t to penetrate the ways 
Of fubtile light, and fine xthereal rays| 

F 3 What 
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What obftacle compels them, as they pafs. 
To march diverted through the pervious glafs j 
What various hues the lucid pencils paint, 
How deep or glaring foften into faint ; 
By what degrees their kindred (hades unite. 
And how their equal mixture fpreads a white. 
Sicilia * now, and Samos *, flrive in vain 
With Britain, bounded by the ambient main* 
Of folid rocks on (hatter'd navies hurrd, 
And fancy'd engines to remove the world j 
Of pious hecatombs on altars laid, 
When the difcover*d truth the fearch repaid ; 
Much have we heard, and fomething wc believed ; 
But fee the wonders by thyfelf atchiev*d. 
Bacon and Boyle thy triumphs but fore-run, 
As Phofphor rifes to precede the Sun : 
Nor (hall our age or ide refign the praife 
To Greece, for Sages born in ancient days. 
Soon (hall the marble monument arife, 
And Newton's honourM name attraft our eyes : 
The finilh'd bull, in curious fculpture wrought, 
Shall feem to breathe alone, abforb'd in thought. 
When fading letters vaniih from the wall, 
And when the lofty pile itfelf (hall fall, 
Should wafting age and barbarifm confplre, 
To fink the dome j or facrilegious fire ; 
Some future Cicero, in times to come, 
Shall refcuc from negleft an Archimedes' tomb f . 

^"* Archimedes was born in Sicily; Pythagoras at Samos. T. 
f See Tufc. Quxft. V. 3. Middleton*s Life of Cicero, 
vol. I. p. 64. T. 

4 THE 



E 71 ] 

THE MICROCOS M* 

BY MRS. TOLLET. 

" San^tius his animal, mentiique capaclus alrae." Ovid* 

A SCEND, my foul, and elevate thy thought, 
^ ^ To view the wonders by thy Maker vviought ; 
To yon bright arch thy dazzled eyes erc6l, 
And in the work confefs the Archite£l : 
Then, looking down, contra£led in a fpan. 
Behold another univerfe in man. 
Duft is his origin, and earth his place r 
But on the mother's fide, though man be bafc, 
Sprung from the facred fire, to Heaven allv'd. 
The confcious foul maintains her noble pride : 
>Jor is it piide : what gratitude were due, 
Unlefs the value of the gift Ihc knew ? 

* This effay of mine was occafioned by an ingenloas poem 
called " The Univtrfe ;" [by Mr. H. Baker ;] which takes 
in the moft curious parts of nature with a beautiful varic:y : 
[ I think, that Scripture favours the oppolitc !idc; ti.ough 
j here accufed of fch'-love and arrogance. I icfer the whole 
I of this argunvent to Pfaim viii. where it is exprdlbJ with a 
iignificant and elegant brevity. On th's fu'ojcil I firlb in- 
tended a larger introdu(fVion: but, as I dtfign not controvcrfy, 
but contrall^, lliall conrent myfclf with what I have pre- 
mifed. Tollet. — This poem is a proof of the being and 
attributes of God, from the ftruifture of the human body, and 
the faculties of the mind ; and may be confidered as a very 
judicious anfwcr to what has been advanced on the fame fub- 
• }c&. by Bolingbroke and Pope, tending to drpreciaic human 
, Batve. D. 

F 4 No 
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No more, O man ! thy faculties difgrace j 
Nor fcek to herd among the reptile race : 
Nor through the boundlefs fields of aether roam. 
Loft in thy fearch — ^Bcgin thy fcarch at home. 
Think on thy firft forefather, when he lay 
Inanimate upon his native clay : 
The beauteous fymmetry, though not infpir'd 
4 With vital breath, was then to be admir'd. 
When art l)ut imitates, in Parian ftone. 
The fwelling mufcles, and the jointed bone. 
The fteady thighs, the ribs with eafy fweep, 
Which all ere£l the (lately pofture keep. 
The fupple knee, the ancles firm to Hand, 
Tlie bending fingers, and the grafping hand, 
Tlie neck, with gentle negligence inclin'd. 
The lively features that exprefs the mind j 
When thus, though from the marble hard and rude. 
With yielding flefh the figure feems endued. 
How can its air to veneration move ? 
Or the cold ivory warm the carver's love ? 
What this external mold contains within, 
Unfeen, unknown, to a£iuate the machine ; 
Or why the whole, or why the parts were mad% 
Each for itfelf, and each for mutual aid ; 
Remains to afk. See ! from the ground he fprings ! 
What power has given the groveling creature wings ? 
See 1 how to Heaven he cafts his opening eyes ; 
New to the fcenc of wonders, he defcrics : 
Then runs, and leaps, perceives and undeiflands^ 
And lifts with fudden ecflafy his hands; 

Say. 
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Say, whence am I ? and whence thefe objeAs alU 
That ftrikc my fenfe ? He calls, or feems to call | 
What is that fenfe } how, downward firom the bram» 
The fubtle nerves deduce their artful chain. 
And what a^thcreal juice their tubes contain j 
What to the ear impulfive air conveys; 
What in the eye coUefts the vifual rays. 
Let Reafon trace ; in all their mazes loft t 
The fmalleft work commends the artift moft* 
Yet ufefulnefs of parts and fenfe acute, 
Man but enjoys in common with the brute :* 
They move, and feed, and leave their like behind t 
To him a nobler province is aflign'd, 
To worfhip God, and benefit his kind. 
When from the fun his fire Prometheus ftole. 
Could that give reafon to the human foul } 
That vital fire, each, as he likes, explain ^ 
Lodg'd in the heart, or labouring in the brain. 
From whence the circulating fpirits flow j 
Plcafure or pain their a£kion may beftow ; 
But 'tis the mind determines blifs or woe. 
Who was it firft the infant tongue unbound. 
And tun*d it to the elements of found ? 
The world of beings by their names to call, 
'Or, by foft intervals, to rife and fall ? 
The mimic parrot echoes what is taught j 
The fpcech of man is the refult of thought ^ 
The lark and linnet ftrain their warbling throat!^ 
But not a word accompanies their notes. 
O ! then to God thy double tribute bring I 
Reafon, to fpeak his works, and Vcrfe, to fing. 

Since 
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Since fuch pre-eminence is thine alone. 
In thefe great gifts their greater Author own : 
Kor doubt that all was given to thy command, 
Arm'd with that * ufeful inftrument, the hand, 
Tro tame thy vaiTals of the air and land. 
By this, and Reafon's aid, be taught to (bear 
The bleating (heep, and break the flurdy fleer : 
Thine is the robe the curling fleeces yield j 
And thine the plenty of the furrow'd field. 
Go, lure the falcon from his airy way i 
Not for himfelf the fpoilcr ftrikes the prey : 
Launch*d from his mafter's hand, he foars above, 
And chafcb through the clouds the trembling dove ; 
Or grapples with the heron, when, on high, 
He rends her finny captives in the fky. 
Go, teach the generous courfer not to fear. 

When the fhrill trumpet terrifies the ear. 

In e<uial rank to keep, or change his ground ; 

Though thoufands fall, and thunder roars around. 

Libyans and Indians, marching to the war, 

M*y fcorn the fiery fteed, and rolling car : 

Amid the fwartby hoft, aloft appears 

A living bulk, that creftcd turrets bears. 

Forward he prcfies on the adverfe foe j 

While the bold archer deals his darts l>elow. 

Who taught to manage that unwieldy ftrength ? 

Or, with the finewy trunk's enormous lengthy 

His mounting rider to his fear to aid ? 

Or pierce the thickeft legions, undifmay'd. 

Though in impenetrable fcales array 'd ? 

♦ Sec Ray on the Creation. T. 

When 
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When Behemoth ♦ the ruling yoice obeys ; 
Or from the field his wounded lord conveys t s 
Go ; from the mountain fell the lofty pine : 
Since all the foreds on his brows are thine s 
And Reafon gives, thy labours to prepare. 
The wedge and axe, the compaffes and fquare. 
Raife the tall miifV, and rib the folid fides ; 
Build the flout vetlel, that with winds and tides 
May feek the regions which the fea divides ; 
Or fteer thy courfe, where, by the frozen poles. 
Leviathan upon the ocean rolls; 
And the fierce fea-horfe (leeps on icy fhoals. 
Though he + the rattling of thy (hafts dende. 
Though he be fovereign o'er the fons of Pride, 
When from thy hand the piercing barb is thrown. 
The monfler trembles, though his heart be ftone : 
Wounded he roars, and drags the lengthening line, 
And, mingled with his blood, he fpouts the brine ; 
Lafli'd by his ample tail, the frothy furges ihinc : 
Then to the (hallow (hores for fafety flies j 
While on his back whole groves of lances rife. 

Who, to thefe arts, O mortal ! led thy way ? <^ 

To rule the brutes, made thee nK>re vfi(c tlian they, > 
The wild to conquer, while the tame obey ? J 

Or, canft thou doubt that Nature's golden law 
Once kept fpontaneous Innocence in awe ; 
Though then the rebel beaft refusM thy yoke. 
When rebet man to God his fealty broke ? 

♦ The elephant. D. 

f Q^^Curtius Hiftory of Alexander and Poms. T. 

% Job, chap.xli. T. 

Wtuft 
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What various life in leflfer forms we fee ! 
Who firft.inflru6i:ed the laborious bee. 
Not in our rules of architedure fkiird, 
Sexangular her waxen dqme to build, 
To lodge her brood, and hoard her lufcious ftorc ? 
Mark ! — and the great Geometer adore. 
Uaweary'd flie collefts the flowery bloom. 
For man to rifle the ne6tareous comb 5 
With fragrant herbs to temper in the bowl. 
To cool his veins, and chear his fainting foul ; 
Or dire intcftine tortures to allay, 
The labouring lungs, and ftone's impetuous way* 

Nor think thy Maker was in part unkind, 
And to minuter obje^ls left thee blind, 
When in the microfcopc thou canft defcry 
The gnat's (harp fpear, the mufclcs of a fly : 
Thefe might, at random, thy inquiry 'fcape ; 
But there thou may'ft examine all their fliape. 
There, the gay down of infers too behold^ 
Or millions crowding in the plumb's blue mol^; 
Or in the acorn view the branching tree : 
Wifer or better doll thou feck to be ? 
Acknowledge Him, who taught mankind to try 
The curious ufe of that fi6litious eye. 
Look 10 yon heaven above : was that defign'd 
To ferve thy wants, or exercife thy mind ? 
Though thgt fair moon, to chear the gloomy night. 
Around thy globe conveys her borrow'd light; 
Though other flars, each in his proper fphere. 
Divide thy days and nights, thy month and year. 

Beyond 
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d thy ken, remoter orbits run, 
h a fyilem, which attends a fun. 
: we look up, and gaze, and guefs below^ 
ut we are itot privileged to know; 
can thy pride imagine it fhouid be. 
He who rules above (bould look on thee ? 
It confefs'd ; we own His care the more, 
taught to find thofe worlds, unknown before, 

fummons each by name, and numbers all 

their {lore. 
s it long, fince Reafon could invent 
^e *, to pierce the diilant firmament $ 
lufand ftars difclofing to our view, 

appearance or difcovery new ; 
/hat from them to mortals can accrue ? 
• influence, in a fpacc fo vaft and void, 

all be diflipatcd and deftroy'd. 
t are the beings that inhabit there ? 
>w their nature fuited to their fphere ? 
re would that Icarus of fancy rove, 
then drop headlong from his flight above? 
ition t never weep for worlds unknown j 
earn to be contented with thy own. 
hefe are thine ; as dedin'd to conduce, 
t€tcd, to thy neccflary ufe; 
I their turns they rife and difappear, 
oint the rural labours of the year. 
t>y thefe lights, for knowledge or for gain, 
di the fUong (hip, and plough the fpacious main 9 

♦ Thctclefcopc. D. 

And, 
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And, on whatever fpot by tempeft toft. 
Explore thy diftance from thy native coaft. 
This little world, where we pretend to fway. 
One half, for ages, undifcover*d lay : 
The failor then (the magnet's aid unknown, 
And fcar'd by monfters of the Torrid zone) 
Believ'd the verdant cape the fartheft ground ; 
And all beyond was loft in fea profound. 
Or old Atlantis in oblivion drown 'd« 
That other pole, that finks beneath our fight, 
They doomM to waters, or eternal night * : 
Not fo Columbus, [and he judg'd aright.] 
Sedate, though bold, and refolute chough wife, 
Diftrefs, and ftorms, and envy to defpife. 
O'er the wide waves he led his dauntlefs crew. 
Fame, wealth, and empire, all at once in view, ' 
Where other ihores arife, and ftars appear ; 
And the fair crofters light the fouthern fphere. 
Yet man was there ; though rude in arts like ours. 
The fame in all his faculties and powers : 
And with the fame inventive wit infpir'd. 
To find what his nccefiity requir'd. 

Irregular to Heaven's more ufual laws, 
Say, whence his train the fiery comet draws ? 
Through what unfathom'd void his courfe is bound } 
Or how to vanifh in the vaft profound ? 

■ » " Ilium 
** Sub pedibus Styx atra videt — 
^* Illic, ut perhibent^ aut intcmpefta lilet nox 
<< Semper." ViRc. Georg. i. 243. 

Let 
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Let Halky this, or Newton this explain j 

And fix his period to return again : 

While the pale vulgar fees, with wild amaze, 

The fword of God, uniheath'd for vengeance, blaze* 

Avert thit omen, Heaven ! avert our guilt : 

Enough, alas ! of native blood is fpilt. 

Yet neither they determine, nor prefage : •% 

The Lord of Hofts commands, when war (hall rage, > 

To tame the licence of an impious age. J 

A mind that grafps the habitable ball, 
Afptres to heaven, and drives to meafure all» 
Whether, at objefts fo remote from hence. 
She guefs aright, or err with fpccious fenfe, 
Superior excellence of man proclaims. 
Though ofc midaking in his glorious aims* 
His boadcd fcience by degrees he gains. 
As opening truth rewards his tirefome pains 3 
For that acquir'd, without the labour try*d, 
Would {ink its worth, and elevate his pride 

Labour to man was as his portion given $ 
How juft, and how benevolent, is Heaven! 
The foul from (lupid indolence to raife ; 
To trace the great Creator's myftic waysl 
And much, O Moftal ! to thy curious m'nd *, 
Has Time reveaPd ; and mucli remains behind 1 
Leave that to Heaven, and know thy fetrcu confin*( 
Howc'er important thy difcoverics are, 
Another age demands an equal ihare ) 



Q»dJ 



• Ecclcliafticus, chap, iii, ver. 23. " Be not curious ia 
unneccfTary matters*" T* 

Number 
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Number and wfcight, and meafure to explain * ; 

Gan thy fmall heart this ample world contain ? 

Yet there has God infix'd the keen dcfire ; 

Excites, and not forbids thee to inquire : 

A pleating tafk I though none can comprehend 

Its firft beginning, or its lateft end. 

How well was that advice, ** Thyfelf to know,** 

Afcrib*d to Heaven by fages long ago ! 

'thy very doubt of all thefe wondrous things. 

From that high monitor within thee fprings. 

Daughter of Heaven, my foul ! for fuch thou art, 
(Not of matevial elements a part). 
On this fair fcene thy prefent fcnfe employ j 
But raifc thy nobler hope to future joy. 
Though Heaven ihall vanifh, and the flars (hall fall, 
And rolling flames diflblve this earthly ball ; 
The juft in happy maniions (hall remain, 
While worlds (hall peri(h, and revive again. 

ON THE PROSPECT FROM 
WESTMINSTER BRIDGK 

BY. MRS. TOLLET. 175O. 

G^S AR ! renown*d in fcience as in war, 
Look down a while from thy maternal ftar 1 
See ! to the ikies what facred domes afcend, 
What ample arches o'er the river bend ; 



* Ecclcfialles, chap. iii. ver. 11. T. 
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What feats above in rural profpe£l lie j 
Beneath, a ftreet ♦ that intercepts the eye; 
Where happy commerce glads the wealthy dreams. 
And floating caftles ride. Is this the Thames } 
The fcene where brave Caflibelan of yore 
Repuls'd thy legions on a favage fliore ? 
Britain, 'tis true, was hard to overcome. 
Or by the arms, or by the arts of Rome, 
Yet we allow'd thee ruler of the fpliere j 
But, laft of all, refign thy Julian year. 

IN PARMAM WOODWARDIANAMf. 
BY MRS. TOLLET+. 

C'Emicremata vidcs disjV^tis mnenia faxis : 
^ En ! vcrfa in cinercs maxima Roma jacct. 
En ! aurum appenfum } flat contra, injuftaquc ferri 

Lancibus impooit pondera Celta ferox. 
Romans advolirant acics, mcdiufque citatum 

ImpcUit torva frgnte Camillas equu^n. 
Umbo femper erit nuUi violabilis xvo : 

Artifices celant tempoia longa manus. 
Sedibus ereptum facratis rite reponet 

Fama tamen Domini, podcritafque memor. 

* Thames Street, and the Cuftom Houfc. D. 

f Of Dr. Woodward's celebrated Ihield, a good account 
auiy be fecn in Brit Hh Topography, vol. I. p. 720. N. 

J Mrs. Toilet's Latin poems are written in a truly claf- 
fical taftc. What Virgil fays of his bees, " Crura thymo 
** plena," may< in the metaphorical fenfe, be applied to 
this elegant lady's happy allulions to many pafTages in the 
Claffics. D. 

Vot. VI. G THB 
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THE DENHILLIAD. 174:- 

OCCASIONED BY THB HOUNDS RUNNING 
THROUGH LADV GRAY's GARDENS, IN BAST-KENT. 
BY NICHOLAS HARDINGE», E S (^. 

np H li rage of rural fports, O Goddcfs, fing I . 
■*" Which to the Grays unnumber'd woes did bring t 
To fair Dcnhill impellM the foaming ftecd, 
And u« g'd the yelling hounds impetuous fpecd { 
So Fielding f will'd, fo Oxenden J decreed. 

* Nicholas Hardinge, efq. of Canbury, near Kingfton ia 
Surrey, (grandfon of Sir Robert Hardinge of King's Newton, 
in the couity of Derby, knight ; and father of George Har- 
dinge, efc[. of the Middle Temple, barrifter, and an eminent 
couafcl) fellow of King's College, Cambridge, many years 
clerk of the Houfe of Commons, and at laft member of par- 
liament for Eye in Suffolk, and one of the fccrctaries of the 
trcafury. He was a very diligent and able officer in both his 
tlenartmcnts, an excellent fcholar, and an able antiquary. He 
married, in December 1738, Jane, fecond daughter of Sir 
John Pratt of Wildernefs in Kent (chief juftice of the king's 
bench), and filter to the prefcnt Lord Camden 5 and died April 
0,1758. His Latin poems (in every meafure and ftile) are 
much admired. One of them may be feen in p. 85 ; and {bm» 
others are in the " Mufae Anglicanx.** In " The Poetical 
" Calendar," vol. IX. p. 92, is " A Dialogue in the Senate 
*^ Houfe at Cambridge," by Mr. Hardinge, on fetting-up the 
(latue of Glory. The Deadle was James Burrough, efq. 
fellow of Caius College, afterwards mafrer, and knighted; 
well known at Cambridge as an architeft. N, 

t Col. Fielding. D. J Sir George Oxenden. D. 
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Now had the knights, and dogs, and Tquircs, and 
fwainsy 
FroHFi Dean's low dale, to Barham's verdant plains, 
Tlifouvh many a furrow'd field and pathlefs wood^ 
One poor devoted fugitive purfued : 
To chearful Graia's hofpi table feat 
She fled, her wonted cover and retreat; 
There, crouching, half alTur'd of mercy's aid, 
With mute requeft the panting fuppliant pray'd ; 
A garden's privilege implor*d in vain. 
No bounds the ruffian hunters can rcftrain ; 
Their lingering dogs the bold aiTaflins cheer. 
Nor flower-beds they, nor cabbages revere t 
Each level'd walk with foul imprellion (lain. 
Sweep tiirough the grove, the rofy wild profane. 
Nor fpare Maria's boaft, her darling vafe ; 
Trembles the (hell-work o*er the poli(h*d bafc. 

Where were ye then, ye guardians of the Pair, 

Ye fylvan Powers, ye Nymphs and Dryads, where? 

Helplefs, amaz'd, your fifler Graia ran. 

And, undelighted, faw the face of man. 
•• Hade, children, haile, th* impatient mother cry'd. 

Call in my ducks, fee where tl>ofc horfemen ride ! 

Have I for them adornM that opening glade. 

For them dcfign*d that lipening thicket's (hade? 

Shall thofe foft molded borders, trimly neat. 

Yield to the fierce infulting courfer*s feet ? 

And o'er the lawn, with recent verdure fprcad. 

Shall dogs rulh in, where I fcarce dare to tread V* 
Car lilent fat ; Maria thus expreft 

Anxious the thoughts which flutter'd in her brcaft : 

G 1 «*Mo» 
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« More dbgs oVrleap tlie fence, rtorc foes 1 view j 

There Hales • and Cokie f join the madding crew : 

There *s Charles { ; O will not him the gout reprove 

Nor tafte, nor pity, nor politenefs move ? 

There the young Ox, the rival of his (ire. 

Exulting glories in his youthful fire j 

What, will not age fubdue the father's flame ? 

No place divert his appetite of game ? 

No fence repel! ? — Forbear* rafli knight, forbear. 

Wilt thou undo us for a (ingle hare ? 

Hark ! where the thatch'd pavilion's roof furveys 

Tk' extended downs, they animate the chace ; 

And now returning \vith triumphant cry. 

They \yafte, I fear, my nurling rofary. 

Did i for guefts like thefe, with anxious care, 

That bovyer's reccfs, that blifsful haunt prepare ? 

For impious ravagers that wonder raife, 

Flann'd by my art, the trophies of my praife ? 

'Tis fall'n, 'tis fall'n" — Here anger check'd her grief. 

And vengeful hopes imparted (hort relief. 

Not fo the Mother of the Grays reftrain'd 
Her (ighs and tears, all comfort (he diCdain'd ; 
Her garden's pride defac'd, each night Ihe fees 
In dreams, tht hare beneath her tufted trees j 
And black Cerberean hell-hounds rend her ear. 
And vifionary (leeds and fancy'd knights appear. 

And thou, Maria, with thy lateft breath 
Shalt feel the love of vafes ev'n in death j 
Still in thofe moments, as in all the pad, 
** O favc my rofary !" fhall be thy laft, 
. ♦ Sir Thomas Hales. D. ^ Edward Coke, efq. D. 

$ Colontl Fieldlog. D. ODE, 
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U S I, Camenis aptus et otio, 
' Qua Trenta dulci flu mine Derbi» 
Per prata decurrity virensque 
Sylva tegic juga fumma Nola; :' 

Nee me fub umbra deiidiam brevem 
Captare, nee me rupibus aviis ^ 

Gaudere, ciivofoque agello, 
Dedecuit, nemorumque fcena 

Te£lo imminentum defupcr, ct Lares 
Lympbis ad imos defilieDCibus, 
Do£lifque per pronum nitencc 
Gramen iter properare rivo. 

Culto latentcm rure ncc Auftria* 
Clades labantis> nee Batavi timor, 
Gallusve mendax, aut fuperbi 
Sollicicat rabies Iberi s 

Infanicntis non populi feel us ; 
Non Italorum cantibus et choris 
AlTueta, virtutilque vers 

Immemor et patriae, juventus. 

♦ This truly Horatian Epiftlc the author delircd his 
friend Dr. Davies (late archdeacon of Derby) to put into 
cafy Englilh, and fend to Mrs. Hardinge, who had a' great 
defire to know and admire a performance of her hulband's 
which ftie heard fo much commended. D. — A traoflation of 
it (which firft appeared iu " The Gentleman's Magazine" 
(or X773) is printed. in p. 87. N. 
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Janrv murmur urbis concidit ct fori ; 
, J^letque difcors curia j defincns 
Irae, patcrnos jam fenator 

LuHrat agros, avibus timendus. 
Diledla quaerit praedla (qua fuum 
Natura geftit vinccrc Kcntium *) 
Molsque fe lapfu, domoque 
Pieria, reBcic Pelhamus ; 
Mifcere lento feria callidus 
Rifu ; nee idem, confiliis fners 
Linguave, rem parcic Britannum 
T^mporibus dubiis tueri. 
Ncc tu, Poyntzi, inglorius in fmu 
Fundi cubantis frondea nunc feris 
Querceta, nunc lauros pcrennes 
Spargerc amas : placidusne fruHra 
Colles ami6los arboribus vides, 
Villsque aquarum planitiem adjicis, 
JEdesque grato quae parumper 
Hofpicio teneant VVilhelmum | 
Curx ferentero figna tux, ac, patris 
Ricuy paratum Martis honoribus 
Fuigere, feu poenas daturus 
Angliacam petit hoftis oram ; 
Seu clafTe Gades vindice Gcorgius 
Notoque gentem fulmine perHdam 
Irritct J Ar£toove reddat 
Przefidium pelago; fuaevc 

• *< Where Kent and Nature vie for Pelham's love." Pop i. 

Lictus 



ODE, BY MR. HARDINGE. 87 

Littus remotum vifat Americx, 
Et Mexicanos impciio rsgar 
Port us, et Inclarum triumphcc 
Dives opum, tlumitor Pcruvi. 

Cor mc, rcdu6Va? vallis in angulo, 
Civilis ardor, tclave rerrcant 
Advcrfaj Walpolo, profumli 
Quid deccac dominum, cavente? 

MR. HARDINGE'S ODE TRANSLATED. 

BY T. P. OF W. COLLEGE, OXFORD. 1778, 

np O cafe devoted and the Mufe, 
"^ I *vc vvantonM, midft a tlioufand hues, 

Where Trenta * gently llrays. 
And where, in verdant pride array 'd, 
Nole t veils her brow in fylvan fhade, 
From Photbus' iultry rays. 

Idler confcfs'd, I joy'd to rove, 

And toiling pierce th' impending grove. 

Or doze in fhady bovver; 
O'er rocks to wind my devious way, 
Or round the (helving glebe to ftray, 

Regard lefs of the hour* 

^ The river Trent, in rerbyfhlre. P. 
f Nale-Hills, the name of the delightful Htuatlon where 
the author refided, near the Trent. P, 
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The limpid ftrcams, which pftur amain 
Prom fteeps to grace the humbler plain. 

My raviih'd gaze delight ; 
And when in union taught to Bow, 
Meandering in the vale below. 

To fofter fcenes invite. 

Not flaughter'd Auilria's dreaded fall. 
The jealous Dutch, the faithlcfs Gaul> 

Or proud Iberian ire, 
Can hence didurb my tranquil mind. 
To calm obfcurity confign'd — 

My breafl devoid of fire. 
No more the dire mifguidcd zeal 
Of madding multitudes I. feel ; 

Not Siren arts refin'd, 
Italia*8 pride \ how fall'n her youth 
From anticnt virtue, fame, and truth ? 

Can captivate my mind. 
The bufy hum of men is o'er ; 
Hulh'd is the din of courts ; no more 

Each patriot padion flows j 
The fcnator now round )iis farm 
Saunters, to guard the crop from harm. 

And fcare away the crows. 
He feeks in thofe Elyfian fields, 
Where Kent to Nature fcarcely yields, 

A cultivated honic. 
Where Mola*s * Nymphs can fay how well 
The Nine with Pelham love to dwell. 

Beneath bis Attic dome. 
♦* The river Mole runs near Mr. Pclham's feat at Elhcr. F. 



MR. H ARDINGE'S ODE TRANSLATED. 8f 

Pclham ! who with unbending fmilcs. 
The tedious toils of ftatc beguiles ; 

Who, true to Britain's caufe, 
And firm in counfel and debate, 
Hirafelf fupports her tottering ftatc. 

And guards her equal laws. 
Nor, Poyntz, doft thou inglorious twin^ 
Around the elm the yielding vine, 

To cool th* enamel'd fcene ; 
With carelefs art nor vainly toil. 
To deck the bc^om of the foil, 

With clufter'd ever-green ; 
The oak -clad hills that milder glow 
Rcflefted from the lake below, 

Nor fpread their charms in vain. 
United with thy fecial eafe, 
William \ fince all confpire to pleafc. 

Thy Imgering gueft detain ; 
William ! within whofe martial breaft 
Thy manly precepts are imprefs'd. 

To arms, to glory fpeeds; 
Prepar'd to lead her conquering hoft. 
Should foes infult Britannia's coaft, 

Fir'd by bis father's deeds. 
Prepar'd ! (hould George provoke to iiT> 
With his dread fleets and vengeful fire. 

The perfidy of Spain ; 

• Or when he bids his thunders roll 

Refounding to the diftant pole, 

To free the Northern main ; 

* The late duke of Cumberland, Mr. Poyna's pu^iL !^» 
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Or (houU his mighty vcflcls ride 
On weftern feas in fwcliing pride. 

And hoilile ports fubdue, 
Whilft their deep boforos fcem with paio 
The fpoils.and treafures to.fuftain. 

Of India and Pt;ru ! 

What tumults can difturb my reft, 
What hoftilc threats invade my bread. 

Secure in rural cafe, 
Whilft Walpole at the helm prefides. 
And with his prudent counfel guides, 

The fovereign of the feas ! 

TO MISS G Y. 

BY MR. JOHN SHARP*. 

TXTH E N Fancy's vifions o'er my foul arofe, 
^ ^ Lock'd in the foft embrace of fweet repofe, 
Straight to my view your beauteous form appearM, 
For all its graceful excellence rever'd » 
Methought (fo kind) you unrequefted fung, 
While all the Sirens warbled on your tongue : 
Huw did I then with pleas'd attention hear, 
Gaze on your charms, and lend the liftening ear ! 
The favour which you ycfterday deny'd 
My kinder vifionary dreams fupply'd, 

* Afterwards fellow of Corpus Chrifti College, Cambridge, 
and minifler of Trinity Church, Cambridge. ' He died in 1 772, 
being then reftor of St. Mary Abchurch, and St. Laurence 
Pountney, London, and D. D. The Greek profeflbr at Ox- 
ford is his elder brother. D. 

Oh, 
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Oh, might I thus fee each returning light. 

Each morning thus enjoy your charming fight, 

View thee by day, and dream of thee by night ! 

But I am deftin^d quickly to remove 

Far diftant from the objcft that I love ; 

Yet wherefoe'er J draw the vital air, 

My heart for you fliall breathe the tender prayer : 

May every blclTing on your life attend, 

With ail that you can aik, or Heaven can fend I 

May health and joy improve each rifing grace. 

And add frelh beauties to your beauteous face ! 

And oh ! when all thofe tender charms mufl fally 

And yield to Death's inexorable call, 

May then your foul in joys tranfporting fly, 

And join the tuneful Seraphs of the (ky ! 

ON A GOLDEN INK- HORN, 

PRESBNTED BY THE HON. FRED. HERVEY*, ES^; 

TO MISS M0N8EY. 

BY MR. SHARP. 

A\ N Ida's top to Venus' beauteous eyes, 
^^ The golden apple was adjudged the prize. 
When Juno*s power and Pallas* wifdom fail'd. 
Her fingle beauty glorioufly prevailed ! 
But when the heavenly Monfey's form appeared, 
For each united excellence revcr*d. 
While in lier face all Venus* beauties fit, 
With Juno's dignity and Pallas' wit, 

♦ Third fon of John lord Hcrvey j now bllhop of Terry, 

and earl of BriltoL D. 

The 
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The gold a different form began to wear, 
And in this inflrument approached the Fair, 
Ordain'd from her ivfect fingers to difpenfe 
The (lores of beauty, majefly, and fenfe. 

TO MY WORTHY FRIEND 

MR. JOHN PORTE E. 

BY MR. SHARP. Feb. 28, 17^5. 
TX7*HILE Kings have power to cliange a natal day,' 

'^ '^ And Charlotte's January * rivals May $ 
While Hinchingbrobke, His race to manhood run. 
Delays to celebrate his twenty -one? 
Thy winter (hall in brighter hours arife, 
And my lyre hail thee under fummer fkies. 
Yet fliall this day, though we poflpone the feall. 
Not pafs unnotic'd by a rhyme at Icall j 
Still be thou bit ft with all that Heaven can Arnd, 
Long .life and heakhi a partner and a friend 1 
Be all thy Febrtutfies bright as June, 
And thy life's evening happy as its noon ! 

EPITAPH ON ALB IN 4. 
FROM MARULLUS. 

TT ERE fair Albii\a lies, yet not alone 5 

■^ That was forbid by Cytherea's fon : 
His quiver, arrows, and his bow lie here. 
And Beauty's felf lay lifelefs on her bier. 
Strew rofes then, and violets round her (hovver. 
She, that 's now duft, was yefterday a flower. 

* Alluding to the celebration of the Queen's birth-day. N. 

HORACE, 
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HORACE, BOOK I. EP. VHI. 

BY ISAAC HAWKINS BROWNE, ESQ*. F. R. S. 
MOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS. 

JOY and good fortune, Mufc, to Celfus bear. 
If in return he aiks thee how I fare; 
Much though I boail, and glorious things defign^ 
I live, nor well, nor eafy : but repine. 
The fun my padure fpares, my vines the fatil» 
Sicknefs my docks : yet, what can this avail j 
If, found in body, but in reafon weak, 
I (bun thofe remedies I ought to feek t 

K£ufeate 

♦ This very ingenious and elegant poet,^ Wn at Burton 
upon Trent, Jan. 21, 1705-6, was educated firft at Litch« 
field, and then at Weftminfter, where he foon became a 
peculiar favourite of Dr. Freind, the head mafter. After 
ftaVing more than a year in the upper form, he was re- 
moved, when little more than fixteen, to Trinity College, 
Camab'ridge, and continued at the Univerfity till he had taken 
the degree of M.A. Having been always intended for the bar, 
hetettled in Lincoln's Inn about t 727, and profecuted for feve- 
ral years with great attention the ftudy of the law, in which 
be obtained a great degree of profeffidnal knowledge ; but his 
fortune enabled'hlm to decline the purfuit ot pra^ice long 
before his death. His application to bufinefs both at Cam- 
bridge and at Lincoln's Inn was occafionally diveriified by 
the exercife of his poetical talents ; of which an excellent 
coUe^dn was given to the pttblitk by hit (bii in 1768. ^Mr. 
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Naufcate the medicine of advice ; and hate 
The friend who cenfures my lediargic ilate ; 
Purfue what hurts, and what is ufeful Ihun, 
»In town» the country love ; and there, the town ? 
Next alk how Celfus fares, what hopes he feeds. 
How with the prince, and with the court fucceeds ? 
If well, he anfwer t firft your joy declare. 
And whifper then this precept in his ear, 
** As thou thy fortune, Celfus, thee we *11 bear." 

A POETICAL EPISTLE, 

BY MR. BROWNE, TO HIMSELF. 

NOT IN HIS WORKS. 

TXT E L L, this poetic itch creeps on, 
^ Dodfley adopts you all his own. 
Tirft, Phabe * gave the lucklefs hint ; 
Now, your Epiftles f flare in print j 

Browne married Feb. lo, 1743-4, Jane daughter of Arch- 
deacon Trimnell, by whom he had one fon, the prefcnt Ifaac 
Hawkins Browne efq. He was twice defied into parliaraeuc for 
Wenlock in Shropihire, in 1744 ^"^ ^74^ i ^^d died Feb. 14, 
1760, in the fifty-fifth year of his age. A good account o^' 
him is given in the Biographia Britannica, 178c, vol. II. p. 
647$ where Dr. Kippis obferves, that feveral . of Mr. 
Browne's poems remain in manufcript, but that ** many of 
them would do him no fmall honour, and afir>rd ftrong proofs 
of the wit and humour which he fo eminently poflefled." 
Several of his poems arc in Mr. Dodlley's CoUcAion. N. 

* Vcrfes on Phabe, in his works. D. 

f Epiftle on Defign and Beauty, publiihed in 1728, and 
•colkded in his works. D. 

This 



A POETICAL EPISTLE. ^f 

This week, on every ftall they lie 

Difplay'd ; the next beneath a pye ; 

In (lead of purple and the coif, 

Curll prints your works, and writes your life; 

If Maevius fcribblc, 'tis to feed 

A bard infpir'd by daring need : 

But, having wherewithal to dine. 

What vengeance damns thee to the Nine ? 

You write to pleafc— a taflc indeed !— 

Tafte differs, juft as men who read : 

This loves an eafy line, and that 

Deems all that is not glaring, flat. 

Some, wit and thought can fcarce endure ; 

Swift is too vulgar. Pope obfcurc; 

Whim, Weather, Envy, Party, Spite, 

Sit heavy on tlie tribe that write ; 

Sad lot of authors ! vain your toil ! 

Away with all your midnight oil. 

Your charity to human kind ; 

Who holds a taper to the blind > 

A poet, wrapt in fong fublirae. 

Suits not our fublunary clime; 

Few are endued with eagle eyes. 

To mark his progrefs through the Ikicsj 

And when he wings his lofty flight. 

He periihes from vulgar fight. 

Yet, fpite of folly or caprice, 

Suppofe ('tis but hypothecs) 

Your Mufe could win her way to praifc, 

And Chefterfleld approve the laysi 

1 Kow 
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Now fudden wreaths your temples crown, 

Proclaim'd a poet — about town. 

Thee, toafts admire, and peers carefs ; 

Frail and fallacious happinefs ! 

Peers treat their poets as their whorei, 

Enjoy, then turn them out of doors s 

For wit (if always in your power) 

Is but a cordial for an hour : 

Shown like a frefh imported ape. 

Awhile you fet tlic town agape; 

Beaux, belles, and captains, form a nng, 

To fee the new facetious thing ; 

This happy Minion of the Nine, 

We wonder when he means to fliine ; 

Fool ! would you prattle, tete a tSle, 

With all the fair and all the great s 

Mark whom their favotirs are heftow'd on, 

Cibber, and Heidegger *, and Boden. 

Poets are arbiters of fame : 

True, but who loves or fears a name } 

Is it for fame Sir — — — — 

For fame that — — — — — 

Such hate a poet, or dcfpife ; 

Their profpeft in oblivion lies. 

Search far and wide where Virtue dwells. 

In camps, or colleges, or cells. 

Heroes alike, and bards, inllead 

Of pancgyrick, iigh for bread. 

Or call forth all the powcis of foble, 

Defcribe a ftatefman juft and able, 

• Director of the maf^uerades. N 

4 Wh 



A PO'ETICAL EPISTLE. W 

'Who, (kill'd in play, difdains to pack; 
'What will you gain ? the butt of fack ? 
Let Collcy fmg, in numbers meet, 
■Our leagues and wars, and Spithcad fleet : 
Satire be thine, a flowery field, 
Yet has a ferpent oft concealed. 
A jury finds your words in print. 
But Curlls interpret what is meant. 
Grant it weft fafe, not Oldham's florm 
Of fatire could a foul reform. 
To curb the time, can poets hope ' 
Peter • but fncers, though lafli'd by Pope* 
Would you from dice or pox reclaim^ 
Brand this or that flagitious name : 
What boots it, fliarpers and intriguers ? 
But a(k, were Chartres f , Oldfield, beggars? 
No, born for modern imitation, 
'Worthies that throve in their vocation* 
Not c*cn thy Horace, happy bard. 
Was by the barren Mufe preferr'd. 
While yet a friend to freedom hearty^ 
An honeft, but a ftarving party. 
He pafs'd for but a^fimple wretch, 
And lov'd his bottle. and a ca^cht 
He deem'd himfelf no ▼cry wife-man^ 
Iv'or aim'd at better than 'Excife-man ; 
To breeding had fuch poor preteiice» 
MoA thought he wanted common ^enfc* 
Not. courtly Athens, though petite 
As Paris, could improve the wight. 
♦ Walter. D. ^tlminoxtalizeil by Arbachnot. Vt^ 
Vol. YI. H Whcrce'ct 



^.S M'l.S CELL ANT P O E M'*, 
Whercc'er he pafs'd, the mob was eager 
To laugh at fo grotcfquc a figure. 
Yet Horace o'er the fparkling bowl, 
I grant, had talents for a droll; 
And hence, though fprung from dunghill earthy 
.He pleased the.courticrs with his mirth ; 
Mext wifely ventured to renounce 
;His principles y and rofe at once, 
Rofe from a bankrupt to the fum^ 
Of human happinefs — a plumb ! • 
trhen drank, and rcvcl'd, and grew big. 
Yet ftill an aukward dirty Pig *. 
1a) ! then the. people, felt bis gall, 
*rwas " Sturdy beggars^ damn yc all!** 
Mindlefs of others love or fpite, 
:H^ car'd not, fo he pleas'd the knight ; 
And wrote, and wrote, as was the faihion^ 
Topraife the knight's adminin:ration. 
Nay once, all worldly zeal fo warm is, 
He wrote in^praife of (landing armies. 
Such arts your.darling Horace grew by; 
Such might Kaverai^d an arrant booby. 

THREE EPIGRAMS, BY MR. BROWNE. 

JfcJ E V E R B E F O R JE PRINTED. 

J. IMPROMPTU. ON ^ZEISG A PICTURE OF 

MISS ROaiNSON^ BY MR. KlCHMORfi. 

1* whom no Imng beauty yet could warm, 
-'- 9 Am DOW enamour'd of an empty form. 

♦ Epicuride grege porcus. D. 

4- Afttrvrardt SMrried to the Rcr. Dr. Freind. 

*. O N, 
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2. ON DR. TOUNG'S NIGHT THOUGHTS, 
ON Lifef Deaib, and Immortality, 



H 



i^Lifi ii lifclefs, and his Death ihall die. 
And mortal is \\i% Immortality. 



-^3. ON A POEM CALLED SILENCE. 

0>^' Silence this ! — What next you write. 
Be Chaos I — Ralph has Iwndled Night *. 

-•ODE, TO MR. H I G H M O R E. 
FROM MR. BROWNE'S POEMS. 

■^ f^ ApeUati calami perite, 
^^ Cui dedix pulcbr-ae. Vemis cflc formas 
Arbitrurn, Phcebus tlcdit ipfc lucis 

Nofccrc vires, 
Tu novufn' folers dccus hinc decora 
*Virgini donas, faciciiwiuc rugis 
Eripis, folers volucrisfcncdbx 

Siftere penna^ 
Me juvat pulchrum <juoties laborem 
'CernerCy ut fenfim vacua umbra corpus 
Exhibety naicensiicnul ipfa IcnOm 

Vita calefcit! 

Ncmpe, Promethus vclut, Highraor', igncm 
Ccelitus, furto meliore, raptas, 
Et tuis dcfic nifi vox ijgaris, 

Caetcra f pi rant. 

^ Night, a Poem, by James Ralph, one of the heroes 
of the Punciad, IIL 1^65. 
<* fiiience, ye wolves 1 while Ralph to Cynthia howls, 
" And makes Night hideous — anfwer him| ye owls/* D. 
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Tuque cognatae cape dona Mufa?, 
•Spiritus noftras regit unus artes; 
Sun: tibi^-funt et mihi, purioris 

Semina fiammas* 



TRANSLATED BY MR. J. DUNCOMBE*. 

'TTTITH Apcllaean genius warm'd, 

^ ^ Thy tafte for beauty Venus form'd 3 
Phoebus himfelf to thee difplay'd 
Th* united powers of light and Ihadc. 

^ Hence to the beauteous maid thy arc 
Unfading beauties can impart, 
Can banilh vvririkles far away. 
And bid old age \m flight delay. 

Oft by thy (kill my wondering eyes 
From empty (hades fee bodies rife 
By fwift degrees ; life feems to warm 
By fwift degrees the riling form. 

... Thou, like Prometheus, from the (kies 
Canfl call down (ire, a lawful prize ! 
A voice alone thou canft not give, 
Fife would thy breathing figures live. 

This gift a kindred Mufe bellows. 
In both our arts one fpirit glows ; 
Thou, and thy poet too, may claim 
Some fparks of a ccleftial flame. 

♦ 'Son-in-law .to Mr*. H tghmore* N# 

TO 
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TO MISS H LL, 

wiVh the tatlers, spectators, and guardians. 
BY NA^THANAEL LLOYD, ESQ*. 

TXT'HILE others, with confummate ikill and care,. 

Dirc£l thy motions, gefture, and thv aii^ 
Dear girl (fbr perfe£V blifs, I hope, derTgn*d)i 
Let me contribute to adorn thy mind. 
May 'ft thou l>e free from hlcmiftt as from fin ? 
Without all lovely, and all pure within; 
Gharms pcrfonal, when once the Uoom is pnd, 
Wiihouj good fenfe and knowledge feldom laf! : 
And fenfc and knowledge, if good-breeding fail. 
To gain and keep our hearts will fcaicc avail. 
Do thou for every grace have juft ref pc6l ; Y 

Accompliflimenrs external not neglcft, > 

But let thy mind with choice fl: gifts be deckr. j 

Then Time to thee', while oihcrs will dccav, 
Shall give more beauties than he takes away. 

MR. LLOYD'S POETICAL WILLf, 

TX7"I-IAT I am going to bcquesth, 

^' When this frail part fubmits to death, 
(But ftill I hope the fpark divine 
With its congenial ftars Ihall fliinc,) 

* Of Twickenham, ui)cle to tiie prefcnt countcfs Fo;'.!. tr. 
He died in 1776 ajeU 82. N. 

f Printed in Gcnr. Mag. 1777, p. 88", from a co;^y takm 
TCflmtim. N. 
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My good executors, fulfil, 

I pray jc, fairly my laft wiU^ 

With firft and fcoond codicil : 

And firfl Iglve to dear Lord Htntoir*; 

At Tvvyford fcKool now-, not at Winton, 

One hundred guimas for a rrng^^ 

Or fome fuch memorandum thing; 

And truly much I ihould have blundered^ . 

Had I'not given- another hundred 

To Vere, Earl PouUtt's fccond foD^ 

"Who dearly loves a little fun. 

Unto my nephew Robert Longdon^ 

Of whom none fays he e*cr has wrong done^^ 

TlK)ugh civil law he loves to hafhy 

I^give two hundred pounds in cafii. 

One hundred pounds ta my niece Tuder, 

(With loving eyes one Matthew view'd her^) 

And to lier children, jufl among them, 

A hundred more ; andj not to ^oerong themi 

In equal ihares I freely give ji:^ 

Not doubting but they will rtccive it. 

To Sally Crouch and Mary Lee, 

If they with Lady Pouleit be, 

Becaufe they round the year^did dwell 

In Twickcnham-houfe, and ferv'd full well^ 

When Lord and Lady far did ftray 

Over the hills and far away. 

The firft ten pounds, the other twenty ; 

And, girls, I hope that will content ye. 

* Earl Poiaktf 8 eWeft fon. N, 

la 
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In reventeen-hundrcd-fixty-nmev 

This with my hand I write and iign>- 

The fixtcenth day of fair Oftober, 

In merry mood, bat found and fober. 

Part my threefcore and fifteenth year,. 

With fpirits gay and confciencc clear. 

Joyous and frolickfomc, though old,- 

And, like this day, ferene but cold ; 

To foes well-wilhing, and to fhends mod'kind^ 

In perfe6l charity with all mankinds 

FOUR SONNET S^ 
BY THOMAS EDWARDS, ESQ^. 

1. TO MISS H. I G H M O R E • ;, 
S^ENT O N' VA L E N T I ITE ' S DAT,, 

NEVER BEFORE P R I N T E D f. 

TJ^AIR Valentine, ami of tlic Mufes* train, 
•* If not yourfelf a Mufe, accept thefe laysj 

Mean though they be, nor worthy of your prsufe. 
Yet dill ambitious fueh approof to gain* When, 

* Now Mrs. Duncombe. Ni 

f Thomas Edwards, efq. had a good paternal eftate at' 
Turrick ia Bdcks; and was the laft of his f«inily,as appears by 
his 5th Sonnet in Dodflcy, whiere he pathetkally laments the 
lofs of f oar brothers and as many fiftcra. He was an excellent 
feholar, baring been thoroughly grounded in the Claificks - 
at Eton School, whence he was removed to King's College* 
Cambridge. He afterwards applied kimfelf in Lincoln*! 
liuio tbc ftiidy •! the law .(his futhte and grandfather 
H 4^ V»>x^%. 
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When, in Honoria'a. travels*, you explain 
The fafcft path mid* life's bewilderM ways, 
And guide your pilgrim through th* entangled maze,. 
Her virtuous coils in(hru6l and entertain* 

Why then, with Ihame-fac'd diffidence, withdraws 
Your bafljful Mufe, far from the public view. 
And welKdeferv'd applaufe, which fans the fire 
Of emulous Virtue in* an honed caufe ? 
A larger ihare of fifime ii^ but your due, 
Who write fo well, and, while you praife, infpirc. 

having;^ been of the fame profeflion). He fpcnt the lall 1 7 
years of His lifie principally- at Turrict; died on a vilit 
at his- friend Mr. Richardfon's at Parfoa's Green, ths 
3d of Jan. I757» aged 58 ; and was buried at Ellclborough 
in Bucbinghamlhirc. His nephews (fifter*s fona) were his 
heirs. He was equally d'lfUnguifhcd for- his genius and the: 
goodncfs of his heart. His " Canons of Criticifm" did him 
great credit, both as a critic and'as a fcRolar, and of courfe 
provoked the vengeance of Dr. Warburton, which he wreak- 
ed very illiberally in a note on the Dunciad (IV. 567); of 
which Mr. Edwards was more fufceptible than he need have 
been, deeming his gentility impeached by the words " a Gintlc* 
man, as he is pfcafed to call Himfelf, of Lincoln*s Inn,, 
but, in reality, a Gentleman only of the- Dunciad," &c. 
Thirte«n of hir Sonnets are printed in DodHcy's, eight 
in Pearch**, and four in this Colleition.. Twenty-fcven 
others m*y be feen in the laft edition of his " Canons of 
Criticifm, 1765." He was alfo author of a pamphlet called 
<< Free and candid Thoughts on the Ddftrine of Predeftina- 
lion." See Dr. Akenrfidc*s and Mrs. Chapone's Odes to him.N. 
♦ An Allegory on Happintfs, in MS. N. 

3 ». O^C- 
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z'. OCCASIONED BY SOMfi GENTLEMlSlQ*^ 

8MOAKING IN THE author's CHAMBERS,* 

THE EVENING BEFORE A YOUNO LADY 

WAS 1^0 BREAKFAST WITH HIM, 

WHICH MADL" THE ROOM UNFIT FOR HER RKCEP riON|. 

AND PREVENTED HER VfSlT, 

!^ E'V E R BE FORE rRINT*ED. 

nr^HOU, Raleigh— for, with Coke of noify fame, 
"^ 'With front of brafs and lungs of ftecl enduedj. 
J Tl;ou thee *, and, in metre harfli and rude. 
Build up my os^'n on ruin of thy fame ; 

To future times may'ft thou go down with blame. 
Who, in the reign of peaceful King and geud, 
Brought*ft-in the weed that brought-inendlcfs f«ud> 

Like haggard hawk ftooping at fordid gam« : 

Hadft thou fucceeded in thy wild d&fign, 

And given to Britain all Guiana's gold, 
Small thanks bad then been due to thee and thine ; 

But as thou fail'dft, right well the Monarch bold,. 
Arm'd with fure Counter-blaft f and wrath divine. 

Thy forfeit life to greedy Spaniards foU. 

♦ " For I Thou thee, tbou traitor" — Coke's fpeech at Sir 
Walter Raleigh's Trial. D. 

f " A Counter-blaft ajainft Tobacco," written by King^ 
James the Firft. P. 

r. TO - 
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3. TO L. CHANCELLOR HARDWICKE^ 

/^Thott, to facre<1 Themis* awful throne, 

^^ And the chief feat among the crowned peers,. 

The nation's laft rcfort, in early years 
Rais'd by thy high dcfert j not thcfe alone,. 

l^or all the fame thy eloquence has won, 

Though Britain's councils with fuccefs it fleers,, 
And the raih Scot its didant thunder fears, 

Ranlc thee fo far above comparifon, 

As 'that prime blifs vAth whicli thy heart is warm'd^. 
Thofe numerous pledges of thy nuptial bed, 
Who back refteft a luftrc on their (ire ♦ | 
Taught by thy lore, by thy example form'd, 
With ftcady ftcps the -Mrays of glory tread,. 
. And to the palm of virtuous fame afpire. 
1746: 

4. T O T HE H OTJ. G H A RvL E S Y O R K E.- 

/CHARLES, whom thy country's voice applauding c«ftt- 
^^ . To Philip*s honourably- vacautfcat f. 

With modeft pride the glorious fummons meet,- 
And rife to fame within St; Stcplicn*s walls ! 

♦ Lord Hardwicke's happincfs in his fons was alfo moft' 
fie'gantly defcribed, or rather alluded to, by Mr. Browne, at- 
the conclufion of his lit book De Atsimi Immortalltatey " Noft^ 
B eontinganc,'* &c. D. 

f Ryegatc, for which Mr. C. Yorke had juft been chofen 
member in the room of his brother Philip, who made his' 
«iifiLtB for the county «f Cambridge. D. 

Nor 
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Nor mean the honour which thy youth befalls. 
Thus early claim'd from thy lov'd learn'd rrcr^ti 
To guard thofe facrcd rights which elevate 
Britain's free fons above their neighbour thralls. 

Let Britain, let admiring Europe, ftc 

In thofe bright parts, which, crfl, too long confin'-d^ 
Shone in the circle of thy friends alone. 
How (harp the fpur of virtuous anccftry. 
When kindred virtues fire the generous mind 
Of Somers- nephew, and of Hardwicke's fon. • 
1747. 

ODE, BY MR: EDWARDS,. 

O O C A-8 I O N B D B T 
>- LADY'S^* BEING BUHNT WITH CURLINt2 llTONSr 

"C^AIR Britifli ladies, whom with matchlefs charqis- 
■*• Profufe the dsdal liand of nature dork), 

So that for beauty ye 're ahnod ador'd. 
And in the ld)vely circle of your arm^ 
Lies the chief earthly hlifs, by Heaven dcfign'd ^ 
To chear the toils and forrows of mankind; 

The lamp of-Beauty was in Heaven firft lin'd 
To light us through this weary pilgrimage ; 
Then with due care prcferve the precious gage^ 

As erft in native purity it (hin'd ; 

Nor let adulterate Art its luftre hide. 

For which ye far and near are glorified : 

* Mifs Highnore. See p. 103. N, 

BotH 
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Both far and near your charms are glorified, * 
And vrjth fweet tyranny defpotic reign 
In hearts of men, who hug the filken chain ; 
The merchant's wealth, the king's imperial pride,- 
The viftor*s laurel, poet's ivy crown. 
All ac your feet are laid fubmiflive down. 

O ftrike not dead with an heart- thrilling frown 
Your faithful liegeman, while he begs you fpare 
Th* ambrofial trefles of your flowing hair, 

Which Love, our common lord, allcrts his own; 

In them well pleas'd he lurks, and of them makes 

Thofe fubtle nets with which fond hearts he takes. 

For Love's cjiread power, and for the Giraces* faKes, 
Let far away the- murderous fliecrs be thrown, 
Nor give thofe locks^ tha virgin's railiant crown>. 
To torturing fire, which their tine texture breaks. 
Drinks «p their juice, and brings with quick decay 
December'^ hoary badge on blooming May. 

Let Gallia's dames, in borrow'd beauty gay, 

Wlio o'er tlieir cheeks tl>e plaiftering ccrufe fprcad^. 
And youth's fweet fTufli difgrace with tawdry red. 

In nature's fpite make artful ringlets play ; 

And when the f!re denies its wonted aid, 

With purchas'd curls their faded temples fhadc : 

Ih native charms fecure, the Britifli maid 

Should truft to Nature ; fince to her fhc owes 
Th' unfullied lily, and the glowing rofe j 
Lerher point out how beft may be difplay'd 
Thofe beaming glories, which. her hand has fbed 
With various bounty on the beauteous head. 

VERSES 
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VERSES BY MR. STJLLINGFLEET*| 

OCCASIONED BY THE TWO FOLLOWING 
LINES IN A POEM OP MR. TALEUR*S, 

** And fhouW llie yield, who once faid Nay; 
** I'drturn my back, and walk away," 

^'Tp* I S nobly faid, my friend ; what ! be enflav'd 

-'• To the fond threats of inconfiftcut woman ! 
Court empty fmilcs, or tremble at vain frowns, 
By turns fucceeding, like the troubled waves. 
Which rife this moment to the fleeting wind. 
Then Araight beneath their ufual level fink ! Let 

♦ Grandfon to the well-known bifhop of Worcefter, and 
equally diftinguHhed as a naturallfl and a poet. His father 
Edward was fellow of St. John's College in Cambridge, 
F. R. S. M. D. and Grc(hara Profeflbr of Phyfic ; bur, mar- 
rying in 1692, loft his lucrative offices, and the bifhop's 
favour : a misfortune that affefted both him and his pofterlty. 
However, going into orders, he obtained, by his father's 
means, the living of Newington-Butts, which he Immediately 
exchanged for thofe of Wood-Norton and Swanton in Nor* 
folk. He died in 1708. Benjamin, bis only Ton, was edu- 
cated at Norwich fchool, which he left In 1720, with the 
character of an excellent foholar. He then went to Trinity 
College in Cambridge, at the requeft of Dr. Bentley, the 
mafter, who had been private tutor to hia father, domeOic 
chaplain to his grandfather, and was much indebted to the 
family. Here he was a candidate for a feilow(hip ; but was 
rejeAed by the mailer's influence. This was a fevere and 
Ainezpe&ed dlfappointment i and but little alleviated after- 
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Let caufes light as this and as inconftant 

Govern tlieir frowns ^ndTmiles, but not our joys: 

I 'd rather be fpr centuries expos'd 

To nipping winds on the foul-bleaching plains 

Of grizly Pluto, till contra£livc cold 

Had pinch*d me to a point j or rarifyM By 

wards by the Doftor's apology, that it was a pity that a ^en- 
^tleman of Mr- Stillingileet's parrs ftiould be buried within th^ 
walls of a college. Perhaps, however, this ingratitude of 
Pr. Bentley was not of any real diflcrvice to Mr. Stlllingflect. 
By being thrown into the world, he formed many honourable 
. and raloable conmcftions* The'late Lord Harrington gave him, 
in a very polite manner, the place of mafter of the bar- 
racks at Kenfington; a favour to which Mr. Stilling- 
fleet, i& the dedicatioi^ Qf hia <' Calendar of Flora" 19 
that noblemaoy alludes urirh great politenefs, as weU 
as the warmeft gratitude. His << Calendar" was formed at 
^Stnn«u in Norfolk, in 1755, at the hoTpitabie feat of Mr* 
HdufhtifAf who h^d made feverai obfcrvations of that kind* 
<<«nd had CQftimv»nioated to the publick his curious ^< Obfer- 
'4<vatiocs ot tke Growth sf Trees/' But 4t was to Mr. 
^Wyndham, ofFelbrigin Norfolk, that 'he appears to hav« 
: had the greateft oUrgacions : he travelled abroad with him| 
' fpent much of his time at his houfe ; and was appointed ooe 
• of his executors ]; with a con(iderable<addition to an annuitf 
vwhich that gentleman Ivad fettled upon him in his life-time* 
Mr. Stiilingfleer's genras feems, if we may judge from his 
-wdrks, to have led him principally ta the ftudy of natural 
hiftory, which he profeeutcd as an ingenious philofopher, aa 
ufeful citizen, and a good man. In this walk of learning he 
mentions, as his friends. Dr. Watfon, Mr. .;(now 'Dr.) $•- 
lander, Mr..Hudfo:a, Mr. Price of Foalsy, and feme others. 
fiir, Qmy makes the following favourable mention of him, in 
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:By heat, till every nerve, and every pore. 

Stretched to the utmoft limits of expanfion. 

Were jufl prepared to burft, like the thin air 

On the top atmofphere, where matter 'gint 

To melt away, and lofe itfelf in nothing. 

Imperious woman 1 triEiog half-exiftence I Made 

one of his letters dated from London, in 176 1; ** I lunp 
"iaCely made an acquaintance with this philofopher, who liv^ 
in a garret in the winter, that he may fupport fome near if» 
lations who depend upon him. He is always employed, coiv- 
fequently (according to my old maxim) always happy, alwa^j^f 
chearful, and feems to me a -worthy honeft man. His prefeot 
Xcheme is to fend fome perfons, properly qualified, to refidc » 
year or rwo in Attica, to make thcmfelves acquainted wich 
■the climate, produ^kions, and natural hiftory of the coamry^ 
that we may underfiand Ariftotle, Theophraftus, fcc. «1|» 
hare been Heathen Greek to us for fo many ages.; and this 
he has got propofed to Lord Bute, no unlikely perfon to put 
it in execution,as he ishtmfelfabotanift." A beautiful eloi- 
gium on him, by Mr. Pennan^, is prefixed to the fourth yo*- 
■lumc of the " Briiifh Zoology." An epiftle by Miw 
6tiUingfleet, in 1723, is printed in -the Poetical Mar.azine^ 
1764, p. 224. He publi/hed, about 1733, an anonymous pam« 
.phlet, intituled, ** Some Thoughts concerning Happiness ;*• 
and in 1759 appeared a volume of << Mifcellaneous Trafts," 
•^hich is in much eficem, and does great honour both to 
his head and heart. They are chiefly trandations of fome 
effays in the " Amoenitates Academicc," publilhcd by Lin* 
-maeus, interfperfed with -fome obfervations and additions of 
his own. In this volume he ihews a tafte for clafiicai learn* 
ing, and entertains us with fome elegant poetical effufions. 
He annexed to it fome valuable " Obfervations on Graflet,** 
and dedicated the whole to George X^ord it j^ttekon. A iecond£4ir 

5 \4AlL 
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Made of the (havings of a nobler form, 
Shall ihe pretend to lord it over man ! 
What ! dotli fhc hope, perch'd on the ftihs of Vanity, 
To outftrut Nature ! Sooner the low (hrvib 
Shall over-top the tall cloud-piercing pine, 
tOr human laws arreft the wandering {>1ancts As 

tion of it appeared in 1762 ; a third in 1775. Mr. Stillingflect 
likewife publilhcd *< Some Thoughts occafioncd by the Idtc 
'Earthquakes, 1750," a poem in. 410. " Paradifc Loft, an 
Oratorio, fet to Mulic by Stanley, 1760/' 410. and." The 
Principles and Powers of Harmony, 177T,** 410. a very learned 
work, built on Tartini's Trattato di Mujicafuor.do la vena Sci' 
enxa del}* Armonta* Thefe, and his " EfTay onConvcrfaiion," 
in the firft volume of Dodlley's CoUeftion of Poems, en- 
title himrto a idiftinguiftied rank among our Engllfh poets. 
The^< Etfay" is addrefled to Mr. Wyndham with all that 
warmth of friendlhip which diftinguifhes Mr. StiUingfleet. 
■As it is chiefly didaftic, it does not admit of fo . many oma« 
ments as fome compofitions of other kinds. Howeyer, it 
-contains much good-fcnfe, fhews a corifiderablc knowledge of 
fnankiad, and has feveral pafTages that, in point of harmony 
«nd eafy vcrfification, would notdilgracc the writings of our 
moft admired poets. Here more than once Mr. Stillingflect 
'(hews himfelf ftill fore from Dr. Bentley's cruel treatment of 
him ; and towards the beautiful and moral clofc of it (where 
fie gives us a Ikctch-of himfelf) feems to hint at a moniti« 
cation of a more delicate nature, which he is faid to have 
fufFcrcd from the other fex. This too may perhaps . account 
for the afperity with which he treats the ladies iathe " Ver« 
<* fes" here printed. To thefe difappointments it was 
perhaps owing that Mr. StiUingfleet neither married, nor went 
Into orders. His London refidence was at a fadlcr's in Pjc- 
.cadilly> where he. died in 1771, aged above fcventy, leaving 

feveral 
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'As in their orbs they roll : mucli rather learn. 
Frail woman, to fubmit,- and fpread no more 
Thv fvvelliog top-Cails to the Auttcring gales 
PuflT'd from the bloatedchceks of fclf-coDceitr 
Learn from the Eaftcrn females to adore. 
Who ftoop wi^h joy to catch thc4iandkerchiet 

' Dropped by their gracious lord. The happy ihe, 

-Envy'd by all who find ic at her feet J 
The reft withdraw, and,' like the-race of infe6l« 

^X>ebarr*d the chearing-fun, incline their heads, 

^-Aud feek the fable mantle of oblivion. 

Thus 6*er the banks my paflion boil'^l, 

Till.CasUa to my mind arofe 5 
She all my noble proje6ts.fpoird, 
- My blood ihrunk back, and almofl froze. 
: So vaunts the madman in his ceH, 

Angry atibme imagined dvre, 
-Who durft difpute his royal will. 

Who durft his dreadiiil fury brarcf 
' "Wiih ftatcly (lep he now prepares 
The faucy phantom to diaftifc ; 
^ But if the keeper*s voice he hears, 
Down tamely on the (Iraw he lies* 

vfereral valuable papers behind him. To thcfe Mr. Fenntnt 
aU«des,> when he fays, << I received the unfinifhed tokens of 
** his regard by virtue of his promife ; the only papers that 
^* were refcued from the flames to which his modefty had de« 
** voted all the reft." He was buried in St. James's churchy 
-without the flighteft moaument of his having exifted. See 
the Gentleman's Magazine, for 17769 p. 16^9 496 j for 177711 
f . i|4o ; Arhence this note is principally taken. N. 
Vo L. VI. 1 K ^C^^^ 
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A SC1BNE, APTER HUNTING, 

AT SWAL^OWFIELD IN BERKfi. 

BY 8 N E Y D DAVIE**, II. A. 

^R. THIRL&Yfi JOHN .DaDD,f8Q. AND MR. WKALBT* 

1) R. T H I « L B Y. 
^T^HERE 'S pleafure, fure, in being clad in greeily 
^ Whidh none but greenmen know. Howdkliny 
limbs 
Sxulty to find themfelves difrob^d of black! 

What is the fcold of bed-makers to that 
•Harmonious pack ! or what the folemn note 
Of beadle Simpfon tOtOttr;httnirman ihriil! 

Ifck 

^ Then fellow of King's C^Iege, Cambridge ; afterwtrds 
Tc£tor of Kingfland in Herefordihirey prebendary of laKh- 
rfieldy archdeacon of Perby, and P.D. He died Febanary 
6y 1769. His pciems in Dodfley, *Tol. V. viz. ** Vacvna/' 
<« Epithalamium/* ** On J[ohn] W[haloy] ranging Bam- 
•<< phlets/' '' To a Gentleman on the birth day of his firft 
« fon," and " On two .friends born on the fame Day ;** 
and in vol. VI. " To .the Hon. and Rev. F[rederick] 
C[omwallis]," " To the Reverend T[homas] T[aylor], 
P. D." « Tot:[harles] P[ratt], Efq/' « At feeing Arch- 
** bilhop Williams's Monument, in Csrnarvonlhire," together 
vi'ith. his imitations of Horace in Mr. IXincombe's edition* 
ftU anonymous, bear ample teftimony to his uncommon ge« 
nius and erudition. K. 

f Styan Thlrlby, LL.D. fon of Mr. Thirlby, vicar of St. 
JK^garet's it Leice&er j jmd bom^ it is fuppofed; about xi69a» 

He 
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f'fek unttfttal courage when tiiefoxy 
Wilicft of aHoreiturcs, iUt^d mein diefice 

He pohB/hedy whe&«*ly B. A. of JefatCdnegCy CambvUge, 

^ An AftTwer to Mr»Wlufton'tSeveiittea Sufpiciona concern- 
ing Athanaiim^ln KisHiftorkal Preface^ by.St]Faa Thiilby, 

*I7Z2>." In 1723 he was editor of^ Juitn Martyr/' the dedi- 
cation to whichiias ajwayt been confideitd as a mafterly pra« 

:duaioo9 in ftjde particularly. Tlie4atelearMd Dc Jortio, m)M • 
Tvat one of his pufilf, was vary eady ^ ^ rtcoMigniliiri hy 
hiaa to tranflete Tome ofiEvftadika'a noteateclM «fe»f JPf^pe'a 

iHomdr; (kc a better of Mr. PeMon% tn.cW A4diuons ita 
Pope, Tbl. n. f. 106.}. He left college ^naay years befoce. 
his deathf and rcllded in LondoBi firft at Sir Edward Wal*. 

. pole's, and aftafimdi in privaite lodgings. .He was ^d «C 
Che comflmi laWf aiid ftudied'tti an^, after he came' to l^«Md» 
don, IU4^«lMagMi of Mng entered at -oBe of ^he Mks'i9^ ' 
Coaitf and being crfledto the bari 4«t that icheMe^he after- 

' wards declined^ Mid lived very fctired, *ieetng My aCew of 
his friends. Dr. Thirlby once had a dcfign to pnblilh'Shailt*. 
fpeait t and Dr. Joitiii oAdertook to read overrthat poet, with 
a view to anaik the paflages. where he had> either imit«te4 
Greek or J^adbi mf^ffi or At leaft had Jillen intortheifame 

^hoo^s and eapreflioj^s. J>r. Thirtby ^ropt the ^cfign ; hat 
left a Shakfpeafc, scit^ nUfiy naii^aLnotes and coorc^kiens, 
which it at pident in the pofleffion of -Sir Edward Walpolc, 
to whoOK he be^eathed all his books and papers. In the laft 
cdiftlDf oCVhat^iMtthlersllramatifty.Dr.Thiilby's nane occurs 
early iHk dtt lift of commentators. He was appointed a king's 
vuuter in the port of London, in May I74f> a finecure place 
worth about tool, per annum, procured- for him by Sir Edward 
Walpple. He died December 19, 775). N« 

31 z (Through 



(Through enterprize or.fejir, I capnop tcH) ; • " 
But fare the btsift was hi()fous, . Yet 1 ftood. ' .. 
Undaunted, at the time that VVhaley's * felf 
FJe4 in dii'may, and' fought tl)t deiglibouring co^» 
Had not my nobleft champion, -generous Dodd f ^ 
^uir'd to my.aidy that moment were my lad. 

vW HALEY. 

You -Wroilg me,l>o6kor, by the raane?^ great 
Of my alUiradipg fire. J ? I ic'er #as decm'd 
A covr4^fllo,'*hA"'Whert thC^ndcf dire, 
FuriQas* wti pdl:'8-oii(t tifilS^H^ ^ippinjg wings, 
Affaird'tti^ foi^.^rplex*f ;" l>tft toon th^ 
Af5nfll<er 'a yi^io^ felt to ftooe orllick. » ' 
TfKwi call it cai^tioh : . far ^el'^eye me, Sir^/ 
r tooJc"the grinding, monflcr .for % wolf. , #» . 

Mr. I^ODP^ f/W(2(sr Whaley iKj^ «« ^^^jfif^fyl/iMI^ . 
Thou art tjbe vUeil coward ij|;iac. e'er liy'/l i 
I faw thee as thou'flfadjftf'j^n^t j^ my fenlfo 
DiviaM aright, methought I fmelt thee too. 
:Ia:vaia the ftandiug corn o|>pos'd my fpeed. 
In vaia the farmer iworer nor hedge, nor oaths, 
Deterr^ tne ; hedge I bfok^, and oaths retumM 
With necbm pence, and came in need extreme ■ 
To favc my friend, waging unequal war. 
But thy b*er-wcary'd fpirits aflt recruit. 

• John Whaley, M. A. fcHow rf .Kin Jj's College, Cam- 
abridge, and an ingenious poet, as appears by hia << Colle^iioa 
•• of original Poems and Tran/Iations, I.745.** Another vo- 
lume was publilhed after his death. N. 

•I" Now member for.Reading. isT. 

^ A'ibap-kecper at Norwiph. P. 

A co&dial 
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A corditl for the Do6l6r ?— As for him, 

I *11 make example dire, and to 1)6 rued 

By cowards yet unborn ,- that all may learn 

Bbldnefs and ehterprizc, and fear to fea«v 

Here, take him hence ! . .• ♦ -j 

w H A L E y» 
Ah me ! how happy once ! ■ ' f^R*^*^ 

D o D 0.* ;..'.* 

O for invention to chaftife the crime ! 
Through all my hoafe, through kitchen, panti^, htl!y 
To grooms, smd cook, and bmler, be it known ^ 
That 'tis my pleafurt Wlialcy faft this day; 
And whofoe'er clandeftine (halt appeafd 
His longing maw, himfelf fliail.faft, I fwear. 

. O *. t ri 1 R L B r. ' '• 

Con (ider, Sir, left ixidignarion,ju(l ' ' - 

In principle, tranfport you to pronounce • '' ' 

A fentcnce too fevere,»and'o^eT'>praportioD'd ' 
To the tranfgrefl^on (fbul I mufl! eonfef») $ • 
But may not mercy whiff^crcptbetboiif^- ' ' 
A muld lefs iigid ? 

D O D D. '• •' 

Do£^or, this age, . »- 'i 

This daftard ^d fox-fearing age, demimdt ■-> i iT 
Severity and rigour. ..• , . .^4'V 

Parrel, be thou the bearer of my will I ' '«♦' 

Wbaley,/o his apariment. 7# l^Mi^FarrtV 

F A R R B L;t . •^ T 

Excufe me, Sir, if duty bids me fpeak • , , 

What kindnefs would conceal. Thus faid ^y nfiaftcr; 
« Tluough all my houfc, through kit€hcn>^anfry^Jij|l|| 



itt MISCSLLANY FOBWfl^ 

To groomsy and cook, aoid butlcFy be it known,* 
That 'tis my pleafure Whalcy faft tWs day j 
And whofoe'cr clandeftine iball appeafe 
His longing maw» himfel£ ihall faft^ I fwear.*^ 

W H A L E Y. 

fiitr. Ftrrcl, 

Stt|>rei%e of valets» gently haft thou told- 

Thy iflieffiigei wluch would elfe in telling wound;, 

And iQ performing end me. Some few hours 

Paftt s^ud yoi^'ll fee my httnger-<|aAking' cheeks,. 

And my loofe ikin> dekending^and unnerWd» 

Apron my nether ptrtf • Btt^I fubmiti 

And wiU prepare, if poffible^ to faft. [£M|iF4n«U. 

w lb A L B y fitms* 
Kimfod, I banc dicc^ premier hunter WIe,. 
Beaftofaman! and of all other bcafts 
The fox is my avez^n. Brute accurs'd; 
Lamb«eating, narrow-fnoutedy ftinking ▼illattt'!' 
Author of all ray fonrowsl but for him 

1 yet had flouiiih*d».umiii|Bacli'd of fear. 

Yet why the fox accus'd ? how coukl4e balp 
My tiembling natureVfault, not his } or hoW' 
Cbnmve not to be taken for a wolf ? 
*fk I^ I onlj^ am.to blame. Ocowardloc ! 
WImc ills doft thou create f But chief of ther,. 
Of thee rmoft complain, Owant of food ! 
XVs^ofttH heard, indeed, of that ygford fa/f. 
But never yet the meaning could devifb. 
Ah I by fevcrc experience now 1 feel. 
To fa(t, is to abftaln from meat and drink. 
Happy the meagre^ doiftcr'd .man refign'd ! 



SCENE AT SWALLOWFIELO. ri$ 

Hie, at fet periods, by fparc diet taught, 

Cao his commanded appetites renounce. 

And pine with voluntary want. But I, 

Panper'd and fleek, and jovial, ill can brook 

Th' abftemious tnah Fleih and blood can't bear ir^ 

I will not fail. How not r ah T there '» the queftionj^ 

While furly grooms, each avenue feeure. 

For twice twelve live-long hours mufll then ni9^ 

Hunger and thirlV; and my delighted fpirits. 

So oft in nectar bath'd, exhaufted flag ! 

Muft I then lofe thee, burgundy $ nor tafte 

Helicious morfbls, carp^ or hare, or quail ¥ 

tXnfortunate ! Ev'n- now perhaps the gueds 

At the throng'd board make merry with my woes. 

One a&s with fneering purport, <« Where is Whaley J*^ 

•• Dining with good Duke Humphry,' cries another*. 

l^ract * fmiles malignantly, and Dkvtes f grins 

At my undoing i nay, perchance, he rhymes, 

(Vile Bard !) and on my ruin builds his fong^. 

No more— ^ '11 to the window. Beauteous fceoe 
Of water, and of hills, of lawns, and trees. 
What refpice can ye give to lean diftrefs > 
And you, plump deer, that feud along the lawn^ 
Serve but toiaife my venift>n appetite I 

Am I decetv'd, or through the waving- boughs 
Afi alc-houfc fign peeps fbrth ?— T 'm not dccefiv'd, 
por through the boughs an ale-houfe iign peeps forth e* 
Would- f were there !— but what a gulph's betweml 
When will to-morrow come ?— 

Belt rings to dinmr. Whalfey faints Mwaj^ 

* Now Lord Camden* f The author, J>^ 

I 4. TO 



TO THE QUEEN OF HUNGARy,. 

BY X)R. SNETD V A V IE S. 

*npIS noc thy fault that Europe is uodonc » - 
, Eetir-e, and calm enjoy thy fetting fun. 
Wliile yet thy coofcious ciigolty remains^ 
Nor bafe compliance wears the Gallic chains. 
AfTume th^ ^ries of th& fallen br«ve> 
Nor think chat loft, which Virtue could not fav€» ■ • 
Know there's a triumph. in welt-earn'd diOrefsy 
'Tis thine : — let others quake at thy fuccefs. 
E'en leave the neld, and blaft them with the reft,' . 
The princely dupes of half thy realms poiTed, 
J«eave iheny> O ! leave them to t\\c curit-evcnt, 
To reign and (iglvto conquer and repent. 
See Fleury with one hand prefents the crown j - . 
T'other conceals the fcourge within his go\yn. 

Thus France rewards her gay confederate Haves ;. 
The Prulltan boy fliall have the rod he craves : 
And Poland on his fons, if he prevail, ^ 

Defcending crowns and fervitudc entail.. 
Who wou^ld not truft fuch venerable things, 
As hoary Prelates and Moft Chriftian Kings ? 
A violated Faith unheard and new is. 
In fuccef&rs of Mazarin and Lewis! 

But fee the Eagle to Bavaria flown : 
Happy the man who mounts the Roman throne t 
Happy to flutter in imperial plumes. 
With length of titles, and with found of drums j 
Eas'd of all power ; which Gallia will fupply 
For her good c<)u{in, brother, and ally. 

From 



TO THE QpEENT OF HtJNGARY. i«i ^ 

From thy allies what mightjr aids enfue, 
(To thee not faithlefs,' to themfetves if true) 
All that let fober Hiftory declare, 
To make each future generation flare; 
Retire thou peaceful to fitniria** fcit,^ 
In foul, fupenar to all f<^f>tres» gretr. 
Here fhali kind Nep^utie fence tliy watery boand,-^^ 
There Natureilretch hc^ guapdian hills around; 
No more thy towns be ftorm'dy <hy armtes bleed, - 
But nobler arts to diadeips ftiiccced. 
Think there thy joys begin, thy labour ends, 
Secure from Foes> R^l^tipns, Turks^aod Friends; 

1741 s 

R H A P S O D^Y, TO M I L T O W 

BY D R. S N E Y D PAY I E S* 

^OUL ofthe Miifcs! Thou Supreme of Verfc ! 
^ Unikill'd and novice in the facred art, -. 
May I unblam'd approach thee ? may I crare 
Thy blcffing, fire harmonious ! amply plcas'd 
Should*ft thou vouchfafe to^own me for thy fonj 
Tliy Ton, though dwindled from the mighty iizc 
And flature ; much more ftom the parent's mind. - 
Content and blcft enough, if but fome line, 
If but fonw diftant feature, half c^prefs'd. 
Tell whence I fpring. — This privilege denied>- 
Grant me at lead thy converfe now, and ofc 
To ruminate thy beauties infinite, 
To trace thy heavenly notions, to enquire 
When from abof e they came, and how coavey'd t 

5 It 
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If darted on thee by the fun's bright ray,. 

Meridian fite ! or rttKer by the Mufe- 

I<o£lurnal wtfted to thy fkvour'd eari 

How elfe, expliun^ could humtn mind aile 

Grafp univerfal Nature, tneafure huge I 

or even fay, where oould'ft* thou language find^ 

Able to bear the burden of thy thought ? 

Such thou^tr fuch language, that all other verf^ 

Seems tiiBSng (nor exccpti'iig Greece and Rome)- 

So lofty and fo fweet, beyond compare. 

Is thine : whether diy foundings [nnion match 

The clkng of eagle's flight:- or thy pois'd {dume> 

Dove-tikei cut (ilently th' unconfcious iky. 

Calm a» the fummer's breath, fofter than down*. 

Witncfs the fcene of Eden, bower of Love, 

Of Ibnocencerof Ifappinefk ; o'erlatd 

'With Fancy's fined texcuie ; ftnew'd mth fiowerv. 

Of amaranths her tivcKne^^ar} winds,^ 

To which. Arabia's fpicy gales are poon 

Witncfs a bolder page, where coping God^ 

In battle rend the ftedfaft hilb,, and (hake. 

Heaven's bads : lively flafh the painted firet,; 

And the imagin'd* thunder rolls,. methinks. 

More terribly, than- tearing the vex'd air 

When troubled Nature fpeaks..— But why fcle£t 

A charm from thoufand? and what need of praife?- 

Who fondly feeks to praifc thee, does thee wrong,. 

ImpMrs thee, greateft in thyfclf. Thy Hell, 

Copied by other hand whatever,. will lofe 

Its termors i and thy Paradifeits fvveecs|. 

SbU'il: 



RHAPSODY TO MILTON, r«; 

8oir<I by rude touchy -—Enough then to admice^ 
Silent admire ; tnd be content to feel : 
Or, if* we follow thy bright track, • advance 
With reverenoe« and (hew that not defire 
To rival, but refemble, is eur aim t 
Refemble thce^ thoa^ in in&riof fhraini 

FonO ! great pattern to Aiccccding times 1 
Boft thou not fmtl» indignant, to^bdiold 
The dnklisg modem, fetter*d, yet well pka'd^. 
Btnoe to the tirefome mufic of hi» chains ? 
While all Pamaflus rings th& (illy chime; 
And P^;arus>- that OBoe with fpuming heel 
Kick'd dM dull ground,. ridiculous and tame 
Can amble with a monk upon his back. -» 
Could Milton think, when his high ftandard rear'dt 
7I1' emblazonry of freedom, none ihould throng 
To^gaze, and kifis the mamimizing fhif ? 
Baftards in choice ! what, legiftator, then 
Avail thy charter, .thy example bright ? 
As when fdme hero, to redeem a iUte 
I;ong harrow'd by oppreflion, lifts his arm* 
To cnifli th- in>pcrious yoke : the many fcar'd* 
Stand tremblingly aloof, and love the mace 
That bruifes thcm't or, if the chief retum. 
From the red hall with liber^ proclaim'd^ 
Know not to prize, or keep, the mighty gem* 
The Romans on a time a inadman killed. 
Rather than not be lorded, chofe a fool. 
When CUudittsin a lurking hole was found' 
By band praetorian^ Abje6i thus our age. 
And flares^, bccaufe their fathers were, to rhyme* . 



.«4 Ml B CE L L AN T Ft) E"M S* 

Is it then cuftom (Superftition's plea), 
£ar$ poorly tickled with returning founds^ 
Why jingling charms ?. Is it to fpeed our courfe ! 
A peal of bells were righty if we were mules : 
The courfer a(ks no fpur. — ' Ah me ! 1 fear, 
And fee, and feel the rcafon ; faukers why 
The Mufd thi« moment, wearied, flags, and pafats's 
Defpairing r Such a dii^ance had thou got 
From thy firft ilart,- and left purfuit behind c 
On the top brow of Farnt^ in laorcPd chair 
Seated, and thence look down on mortal toil, • 
That climbing unulous would pace ia vain 
Thy footftepsy track lefs through excefs of Jight. 

A Voyage TO TTNTERNA3BE^* 

IN M0NMOUrHSHIR£, FROM WHITlltNSTBR • 
IN GLOUCESTERSHIRE. 

jr Y DR. S N E Y IX D A V t E S. ■ 

'C'^Rom where the Stroud, fmooth ftrcam, fercnely glides,... 

"*• We reach the peopled Severn's rapid tides j 

Stop, ere we fail j and from this point furvey 

The hill-en&ompafs*d, fea-refembling bayj 

See the rid g'd tide f with fober grandeur heave> 

And fldat in triumph o'er the river-wave. 

♦ Of thefe venerable ruins there are two go6d views and 
an account in Grofe's Antiquities, voL II. D. 

f This mannercf the conaing-in of the tide to the river * 
Severn is called the Eager, or the Hyger, of the Severn. 
There is a beautiful alluiion to it in Biihop Sprar't Hiftory 
*f the Royal Society. Davie*. Lo! 



VOYAQE: to TINTERN abbey. i4$r 

I>n ! where it comet, with what exteniive fwecp^ ^ . ■ 
Like fome whale fideloag rolling on the deep. 
Wide and mose wide, it joins the diftant hilU- 
By fvvifc degrees, and the great hafon fillt. 

We fail ; no^^ fteadily ; novr gulphs inform 
The tnmbUng u^ves to imitate a fiorm. 
Thcrifing (hores a thoufand charto^ bellow. 
Lawns at tbeurfcet, and fore6s«f>thi)ic'brow4 • .. • 
The pleafing vilJUs, icigiibourt tjo-tbf HoaU = 
The tipor fpirOf-aikl the furroundiUg.wbod . 

Thefe lineSy.my C-«-f , read^ wad pky toa 
The (hadowing.peotfil to the feeoo totr^ : 
Sec tfab'W^jtt image of thf thought {kxny*4$ 
And all its l)CMRiiss in dclcription fade' ; 

Where tafeaeh. other the taH banks, incline. 
And diflant cliffs dividing^ fecm to join, 
A narrow fritKl^ wir gallant Argo's way> 
A door that opens to.the boundlefs fea. : 
What, if fome ihip with ftrutting. fails como on. 
Her wanton ih-eamers wavuig in the fan ! 
Juft in the midft,. as fancy would contrive. 
See the. proud velFel o'er the billows drive. 

The fireight is pail ; the waves. more ftrongly hea:^ 
The profpefts widen, and thefhores retreat, 
TritofiSr sod l<Iereids ! how^we leave behind 
Towns, palaces, and run witl\ tide and wind } 
Here, noble Stafford, thy unfinifh'd dome ♦, 
And thence the long-flretch'd race of Berk elcy^f come. 

«%The rediains.of^ noble Xcat begun by Stafibrd Duke of 
Buckingham. Davie s. 
f Berkeley-caftlip, the fcat,of the Earlof Bcfkclcy.DAViii. 

TSkV 



'Till toffing, and fall fetfted more than drfd. 
We change the wilder feene for paths rtdr'd, 
'Qgit the nugh akmcBC, «iid watery flrifey 
As frocn a puhlicto aiprivate life. 
Seek a calm coafly and up the diannel ride, 
'Where Vaga * miogles^with Sabrina^ f tide. 

The filler Areams» from the^fame-hill their* fooroe 
IViiwwi^ toofcj when young, a various eoutie, 
Aiid> mmf «^i«UMy a comtry ieen. 
High towersy and wi^antiquey nd meadows green. 
Now glad so meet» nor WMTtofartagab, 
Go hand in hand andfUde'mto the<main. 

Jii*fpite of Time, and War, and Tempefi^ gMrt^* 
Aicending Chepftow| ihews its cafUed feat, 
iBeneath dope hills, and by the rollii^ flood, 
•Clafp^d in a theatre of aged wood, 
With air majcfiic, to the eye.ftands*£ofth. 
Towering, and, confcious of its»priiHne wortf^ 
Lifts its iiiblime decay, in age's pride 
'£re£^, and overlooks thcchmbing tide* 

Pafs but feme moments, the returning fea 
Shall thofe high-ftranded veifels fweep away i 
That airy hridge, whence down vue lookM with fear. 
Will low and level with the flood appear. 

The crooked hank-fiill winds to ibmething neWf 
Oars, fcarcely tum*d, diverfify- the ' view ; 

♦ The river Wye Davies. 
f The river Severn. Daviis. 

^j: Chepftow-caftle in ' Monmouthfhire, the feat df the 
.ZHike of Beaufort. Davies, 

» Of 



VOYAGE TO TINTBRN ABBBT. i4y 

^>F trees and done in intermingled feeaCf 
'The fliady pfccipice and rocky greeii» 
1^^ature behold, to pleafe and to furprtzCf 
Swell into baAionSy or in colainn» rife: 
<Herf? (inking fpaccs with dark boughs o'«l§giowiif 
And there the n^ed quarries loOka towm. 
At length our pilgrimage's hone appears» 
Ttatern hervvenerable fabrick sears, 
IVliile the fun, mildly glancing in declim^ 
'With his laft gilding beautifies die Ihrlae r 
Enter with reverence her hallow'd gate^ 
And trace the glorious relics. of her ftate i 
The meeting arches, piUadd walks Jidmiic^ 
Or muiing hearken to the filenc'dchmn 
JEncircling groves difiufe a ibieinn grace, 
And dimly fill th' hiftoric window's place | 
While pitying flinibs on the bare fttininit try 
To give the rooflefs pile a canopy* 

Here, O my filends, along the moITy dome 
In pleafurable fadaefs let me roam t 
Look back upon the^world in haven fafey 
Weep o'er its ruins, at its rfolUes laugh* 

A NIGHT THOXTGHT. 

BY DR. S N £ Y I) D A V I £ S** 

liyTORTAL, whoe'er thou art, beware,— fince Time 
-^^^ To the thatchM hovel, to the trophied arch, 
Levels alike his undifccming fcythe i 
And Deaths wide fwecping, no diftinCtion owes 



To the crown'd»f!ltain. All alike in Helf. 

^ Caligula and Charnfts, fcatcd bbth ' ^ 

On burning couehcs in a fiery hall. 

Whence is that? inilder-bUzc of iEthcr poii, " 
As openiftgf cl«lids « fccncry divine 

' Unfold ? whcK-hrighteft, in her robe of ikyv ' 
Sits Virtue undcr-^tjok «f palai ; with loolc 

-Scrcne,but ftern : Hereokan flrength hehiml •' 

Waitingj'^and «r»mplcd worlds beneath heribetr 
Nearcft her throfne, -iillbd atci ever ddar, ■ • 
(Not fuUen Cato^ not th* unfnendly ^rdke 
Of Brutus, milch'^^lefs'Catffar's Iffurerd pridc^) 

vBpaminondasffntfling'at his4>loQd, 

•For his dear Tlicbians as it ft reaming ran, 

"/AVarrior benign : H<5re Antonine the juft. 
The wife, the httmble, with his fceptre low 

f In homage to this- queen : and Nervi there. 
Humanity imperial ! pleas'd in deatii. 
An heir *:ajdopring whafliall blefs mankind. 
All the choice few, union of great and good j 
'Poor Epi6Vctus/ with his free-born foul : 
More*s chcarful wifdom, Boyle, with fludy wan. 
Beneficent, and meek } th* Athenian fage f. 
And Indian :(, in abftrufe difcourfe fublime 
V On the Firfi Good, — their eyes uprais'd to Heavoa, 

« Gadier'd around and cull'd firom all the world, 

.The ihieldcd faint rejoices in her fons, 

*♦ Trajan. f Socrates, J Confqcius. D. 

TO 
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TO MR. WHALSy. 

414ITAT40N OP HOItACEy BOOK I. EPIST. X. 
BY DR. SNEYD DAVIES. 

T^ A VIES, of rural fcenes a lover grown^ 
'^^ Salutes his friend, a lover of the town t 
STcept the variance this and fatnefs make. 
Who think we difagree, perhaps miftake ; 
•{The difference much the fame, as is becweea 
The egg a fwan produces, and a hen :) 
Debating, fcribbling, fauntering, fitting ilill. 
Studious of eafe, and brothers of the quilL 

London your choice, 1 know ; but I approve 
The mofly feat, the river, and the gi»-ve. 
-if you fliould alk how \ eniploy my hour — 
Better than thofe in place, or thofe in power ; 
l^ot plagued with patrons, or a (lave to pel^ 
^Lord of my time, and tnailer of tnyfelf. 
What have your noify ftrcets like this to give f 
Or what like this, Sir Robert to receive? 

Cotta, difgrac*d in Aricoaian vales, 
"Likes, I am told, the neighbourhood of Wales | 
"Sick of parade, attendance, and refott, 
plies, and exhales the furfcit of a <:ourt. 

You waist a ground-plot for fome new defign 1 
Cortfult the oracle at Nature's ihrine, 
** Build in the country," fays the voice divine. 

Is there, where Winter's purer joys infpire, 
Morn's wholefomc froil, and Evening's fm<*elefs fire > 

Vol. VI. K Is 
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Is there, where Summer's more refrefhing gales 
Fan the fcorch'd hills, and chear the drooping dales-? 
Where Difcontent a rarer guefl is feen. 
Or deep Icfs broken by intruding fplecn. 

What is that marble portal to this bovver, 
Array'd in green, or pearl'd by every fhower? 
Or what the ftream, which pipes and conduits yield. 
To the bright rill that trickles through my field ? 

Copving, ve own your wants ; the cafe is clear; 
In town, ye humbly mimick what is here. 
Look at St. James's or on Grofvenor fquare : 
Behold our walks, our trees, and our parterre. 
Tell me, vvhy Sheffield's houfe * fo pleafant (lands ^ 
Becaufe a length of country it commands. 

Nature, though of her tone by Art bereft. 
Returns elaftic to th'e point (he left; 
Spite of diflortion, (he appears the fame, 
And from the l^nd recovers like the palm. 

Not (he who, guU'd by want of tafte or care. 
Buys the rcfembling delft for china»ware j 
Nor they who to a city- vault refort. 
And are, indead of claret, dup'd with port; 
Will half fo dearly the deception rue. 
As they who take falfe bleflings for the true. 
Thofe who launch far on Fortune's peaceful lake. 
The ten^peft of Advcrfity will (hake. 
'Tis hard to part with what allures the eyes, 
And the hand paufes ere it drops the prize. 

Fly then betimes, with unambitious wings, 
To the (lill vale where Peace eternal fprings, 
Leave anguifh to the great, and cares to kings. 
♦ Now the Qiiecn's palace. N* 
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The Britlfli monarch*, by the Pi£ts difmay^d, 
Call'd-in the warlike Saxon f to his aid : _ 
His good ally to conqueft led the way, 
But took the whole dominion for his pay : 
The ilranger, wanton in Wii new abode. 
Soon on the neck of vatTal nobles trod, 
And lifted high the hand, and cxercisM the rod. 

Thus, if my friend fliould for preferment trade, 
And fell his liberty, of want afraid ; 
The meagre monftcr is no more, I own, 
But a more lordly tyrant mounts the throne ; 
And who a treafure by dependence gains, 
1 wi(h him well, and long to wear his chains. 

'Tis known that (hoes (jnii fuch is an cftatc) 
Pinch or fupplanr, too little or too great. 

If wife, you'll be content, thougli fliort of wealtli. 
With the* rich gifts of competence and 'health : 
Defpife not then the happineft they bring, 
For virtuous freedom is a facrcd thing. 
And when you fee me break the rule laid down. 
And on fome counier fawning in the town. 
Give to your indignation full career, 
Nor fpare your friend, but juftly be fevere. 

SONG OF DEBORAH, JUDGES, CHAP. V* 

BY DR. SNEYD DAVIE S. 

jT^ LORY to God th* avenger ! power fupreme ! 
^^ Who breath'd his foul into the jarring tribes, 
Uniting difcord. All ye nations hear, 

* Vortigem. D. f Hcngift. See Milton's Hiftory, p. 129, D. 
K 4 Yc 
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Ye principalities, ye thrones, attend, 
While to Jehovah's name I lift my fong. 

Lord, when defcending thou from Sei'r's top 
Didft dreadfully go forth, with pomp and ilrength^ 
Marching o*er £dom*s plain, the flirinking earth 
Shiver'd whh fear, the confcious Heavens alarm'd 
Bow'd low, and tears fell copious from the clouds. 
*Twas then the folid rocks, like melting fnow, 
Thaw'd at thy look j before thee dropp'd the hills 
Cowering ; and Sinai's fclf, by thy bright arm 
Aw'd, in a fable mantle wrapp'd his head. 

Ere yet brave Shamgar with his conqueriafig goad 
Had thinn'd Philiftia's ftate j ere Jael yet. 
The faviour woman, fmote her mighty foe; 
My Ifrael, be thou thankful ! where was then 
Thy fafety ? tell me, fearlefs couUrft thou roam ? 
Thy highways unfrequented, fave by thieves. 
Were left: no wary traveller would rifk 
The ruffian's public haunt ; but turn afidc 
To (haded alleys, truft th' entangled path 
Of thicket, climb the mountain's craggy fide. 
The pleafing villages, the flocks, the herds. 
To plunder were abandon'd ; while the fwains 
To the next city, panting and difmay'd. 
Huddled in fwarms. Dire havock ! till my fclf, 
1 Deborah arofe, parent arofe 
To Ifracl. Foolilh Ifrael left the Lord 
For new Divinities and ftraiiger Gods. 
Then the fierce din of war beiieg'd your gates ; 
Among twice twenty thoufand, (hclplefs crew !) 
Had one a iliield to guard, or fpear to launch } 

•How 
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JIow my heart throbb'd with gratitude, to fee 
The forward rulers, in the generous flrifc 
Heading their tribes ! on them be blcflings ihower'd, 
But ever and inceiTant blefs the Lord. 
Speak ye, whoTride on afles, filrer white, 
"With gorgeous trappings j ye, who judges fit 
Jn the bench'd Sanhedrim or crowded gate { 
For thefe his mercies, ever fpeak his praife. 
Ye travellers, in deferts now fccure. 
Ye ihepherds piping by the river fide. 
And ye blithe herdfmen, in his praifes join. 
Where 's now the archer with his galling bow, 
The fudden Ikirmiih, or clofe ambufli ! where 
The cattle flak*d their third ! go to, ye f wains, 
Go to thofe waters ; there with reverence due 
Tell forth his afts, and there record his praifc. 
Awake, O Deborah, awake, awake, 
Break forth in harmony divine, give fpecch 
To rapture ; and thou, Barak, rife and lead 
Captivity thy flave, Abinoam's fon. 
A fcanty remnant (fo God's will ordains) 
< 0*er proftratc nobles Ihall bear fway 5 and I; 
A feeble woman, o'er the mighty reign. 

Next to thy tribe, O Benjamin, in arms, 
Came Ephraim (from Mount Amalek he came. 
There marlhaPd); nor was Machir long behind 
In pouring forth his princes : nor dctain'd 
Ingenious Zebulun his lettered fons. 
Who dropped the ftudious pen, and grafp'd the fword. 
Nor Icfs did Iffachar ; while Barack, led 
By Providence, dcfccndcd to the vale, 

K. 3 Ci\ 
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Of chiefs ami foldicrs yield a numerous hoft* 

But, Reuben, much of thee thy friends complain, 

Inquifitively fad to know the caufe, 

Why, mid the trumpet's found, you liftcning chofc 

The laay bleatings of your fleecy care, 

Gilead too came not; Jordan his excufe. 

Flowing between. — Why then did fclfifli D*n 

Cling to his ihips, and bartering A (her love 

His ports and fails, more than the bled campaign ? 

But Zcbulun and Napthali be prais'd» 

Carelefs of life, and foremofl in the field. 

In battle oppoiitc, encountering warr'd 

The Lords of Canaan, by Mcgiddo's flood, 

Conqueft their expectation, blows their fpoiL 

Not fo our hod ; afliflanc angels, came. 

Confederate Heaven was lifted ; and the ftars 

Fought in their courfe,. 'gainft Sifera they fought, 

Kilhon, that ancient ftreara, Kiflion renown'd 

Jn ftory, rolling to our aid, involved 

Full many a hoftile warrior, and away 

Swept whirling — O ! what might was vanquifli*d thcn^ 

My foul, thou glorious leader of tlie dayJ 

The prancing fteeds yet rattle in our ears,. 

As they o'er pointed rocks in war, in flight 

Madded; the blood gulh'd from their mangled hccl|^ 

O curfc yc Mcroz 1 (God applauds the curfe, 

Commanding by his angel), curfje again 

In bitterncfs, and often ; for that he. 

Coward and traitor, arm'd not for the Lord 

And IfiacI, though witbia the reach of fhouts.. 

But 
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But ever among women and above. 

Be celebrated Jael, Heber's wife ; 

Thrice famous Jacl ! O my friends, ne'er pafs- 

Her tent unfuna^, the noble fcene of death. 

Water he crav'd j Ihe brought the fattefl creamy 

Copious and brimming in a lordly dilh. 

She went, fhe came ; in her right hand fee took 

The workman's hammer, in her left the nail ; 

Then to his forehead dauntlefs fee applied 

The fatal iron,. and the temples pierc'd 

Of Silera : he, llunn'd, ell'ay'd to rife, 

The woman-chief artiride him; but he b'ow'd, 

He fell ; there, where he bow'd, he funk down dead^. 
Mean time the mother of the warrior (lain 

Sat waiting her vidlorious fon ; and oft 

Liflen'd impatient, to the windows oft 

Ran in furprize, " Why comes he not ? fee cried,- 

Blefs me ! What means the general, not return'd ? 

V/hy creeps his car ? Why loiter thus his wheels?" 

— Her reafoning ladies wpuld have faid, — but fee. 

Too quick for anfwer, fave her own, replied : ' 

" Cojiquer'd they have; methinks I hear their feouc,. 
The glorious fpoil dividing ; to each man 
Well pleasM a blooming damfel j but to him. 
To Silera, the choiccft of the prey, 
Garments of nicefl art, the needles boafl, 
The mantle a.l embroider'd (on both fides. 
Ladies, embroider'd) and .in various hue. 
Rival to Heaven's gay bow ; fuch as befits 
A general, a conqueror, and my fon." 

K 4. Al- 
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Almighty Lord fupreme ! may all thy foes. 
Thy vaunting foes, thus perifli, thus laid low, 
Their pride, their fplendor thus eclips'd : — But O t 
May Ifrael, thy own people, gracious God, 
Thy worfliippers, dill fiourilh,^ dill advance. 
Glorious and lafting : like the mighty fun, 
When from Heaven's eaft-gate, giant-like, he ilrides^ 
Marching fublime to his meridian throne. 

THE NATIVITY, 

BY DR. SNEYD DAVIES. 

"TpWA S when the cruel Idumaean • reign'd, 

"*• His childrens' butcher, and Judca's fcourgc 
Severe t fit head, and worthy to command 
That wry-neckM people with an iron-rod. 
Nathlefs, in feftal pomp, Salem ferene 
Rejoic*d, and to her Temple's lofty gate 
With fmother*^ curfes climVd ; yet well at eafc. 
And reck'd not, though witk forcft bondage gall'd^ 
Long as the broad phylaftery remained, 
The market-greetings, and the chairs of pride z 
Save who attentive to prophetic fong, 
Explor'd the fapred rolls, myftical kaves. 
And days and years computing, found the time 
Big with foretold events, and ripe for birth. 
The world, not only Judah, but the world. 
That time ftood gazing; for the fame was rife, 

♦ Herod. N. 

And 
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And widely fcatter'd, that a mighty prince 

Should rife, and rule the univerfe. But mod 

The fons of Solyma with eager haflc 

Opcn'd their fpacious portals, to let in 

The great Mefliah ; or on Zion*s top 

£xpe£banty when the Saviour ihould defccnd^ 

In his xtherial equipage, all artn'd 

With angels and with thunder ; when arrive. 

And his triumphal entry glorious make, 

On plumes of Seraphim, in fiery car. 

Fond ! to believe his prefence (hould avail 

Their fpleen and Hebrew gall ; with angry bolt 

Smiting the blafted fbe. — He gracious came 

With balm upon his healing wings; he came 

Not to deftroy, but lift the world to Heaven. 

Yes, he was born, and (in a ft able laid, 

A manger) from his cradle lef^ur'd pride. 

And left inferior royalty to blufli 

In purple. Were gold of intrinfic worthy 

Or gems s think we. Creation had denied 

Her Author thefe ? could thanklefs Nature grudge 

The Giver his own gifts ? (he at a nod 

Had pour*d her inmoft treafure up to day. 

Had roird her pearl and coral all afhore. 

To deck her Infant King. — Nor tokens none 

Of grandeur : hymning Angels fung the tale. 

In heavenly chorus, over Bethlem's field : 

Sung it to lowly &epherds> as they lay 

Tending their fleecy charge s they liilen'd glad^ 

And from their hoTcls drank immortal Arains. 

Why, 
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Whv,. in the firmament, that beaming ftar 
New kindled, afk the Magi ; from beyond 
Euphrates, crofs Arabian fand and rocks 
They came, iiire6icd by the meteor-guide : 
"Which liQvetLng o'er the flraw roof 'd palace fpoke- 
Their journey's end, with ray down- pointed. See 
The fvvarthy worthies ope their precious ca(ks, 
And, open'd, on the bended knee prcfent 
Oblations rich, gold, myjrh, and frankinccnfc ; 
Hailing the King, the Prophet, and the God. 

The. virgin mother penfive, as in doubt 
What thcfc portents might mean, and whither lead,. 
With tenderncfs. extreme, and mingled awe. 
Hung o'er the child enamour'd. Much of fcers 
Antique, and angel-talk revolving, iHs 
With care and. wonder rock'd'the holy babe. 

TO THE spring: 

BY DR. SNEYD DAVIES... 

■p AIR EST quarter of the year, 
■*• Abfent long, O re -appear I 
Ruthlefs ftranger to our iilc, 
Where haft, bccxi this tedious while ? 
Brooding o'er, the Southern main, 
Nurfing oranges in Spain ? 
Or if, in Italian air, 
Tlic citron bloflbm was thy care^ 
Thrice the fun has annual whirl'd 
His car flaming round the world. 
And you never ventur*d fortli, 
DaiDty lady, fo tar North. 

Sasr 
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Saw you not the Britiflx fwain 
Wifliful, beckoning you in vain ? 
Nor had ears to his fad lay. 
Chiding your unkind delay ? 

But yquj fober plea produce. 
We admit the juft excufe : 
Wither'd hag, deformM and black. 
Sullen Winter kept you back, 
Lingering long her frofty rear ; — 
And when now we hop'd you near. 
Summer, with her tawny face. 
Had got poiTelTion of the place. 

Thus between two neighbouring powers^ 
Some fair province lifts her towers ; 
Some Silefia tempting lies, 
To either borderer a prize. 

Joftled no more 'twixt cold and heat,, 
Now regain thy ancient feat, 
Nor thy fitter feafons rude 
On thy right again intrude,. 
But ever flourilh blithe and free, 
Reftor'd to thy gay Tetrarchy, 
_' How did Nature fad forlorn, 
Naked in thy abfence mourn ? 
The wrinkled earth of moifture dried. 
With froft and fun alternate fried. 
The tainted grafs forgot to (hoot. 
The trees were ignorant of fruit, 
And Ceres ihew'd us here and thera 
A ftraggling folitary c«r.. 

Blefll 
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Blefs us ! knew you what wc felt, 
You are gentle, and would melt» 
Come abroad, o*er hill and vale^ 
Floating in a fhowerj' gale, 
Till ihirfty Nature has her fill, 
In big round precious drops diftiU.. 
With increafing lanjp of day 
Conie andfmilc the ftorms away. 
Genial power ! creating queen ! 
Touch the foreft into green : 
Come at length, and fpread around 
Thy broider'd mantle o*er the ground i 
Come, and ever re>appear, 
Fairfeft quarter of the year I 

IMITATION OF HORACE, BOOK I. EPIST. XL 

TO RICHARD NEVILL ALDWORTH *, ESq^ 

BYDR. SNEYD DAVIE S. 

TXT" HAT fays dear Aid worth to fine places feen, 

^ ^ Magnificent Verfailles, polite Turin > 
Is Paris quite fo chanriing, as we hear ? 
And not one figh for Thames and Billingbear f } 

* OfStanlake, Berks; fucceffivcly member of parliament 
for Reading, Wallingford, and Taviftock j under-fecretary of 
ftatc to the duke of Bedford, and fecretary to the lordf juftices, 
J 748; fecretary to the embafly to France, 1763; and pay- 
inafter of the pcnfions, 1764. D. 

f In Berkfhire. Sec p. 153.^ N, 

4 With 



1 



HORACE, BOOK I. EP. XL 141 

With Roman glories is thy fpirit fir'd. 

Or to Geneva ftudioufly rctir'd, 

With arts delighted, and with rambling tir*d ? 

Yes, yes, you cry, that corner be my lot. 
Of Englifli friends forgetful and forgot j 
By gliding Rhone th* oblivious (lumber take^ 
-Or, mufing, view tlie wide- expanded lake. 
"TTis well, I own, to bait upon the road. 
But who would goake an ale-houfe his abode? 
Anriv'd in town, through cold, and dirt, and fnov^y 
Late, wet, and weary, to the bagnio go ; 
The bagnio for a night affords good chear 1 
But not the beft of lodging by the year. 
Too wife, if cad upon a diftant fhore. 
To fell the velTel, and return no more. 
France, Flanders, Spain, and Italy, and Greece^ 
Are doubtlefs as effential to our peace. 
At in the fcorching dog-days, warm attire, 
A ftrcam in Winter, or in June a fire. 
At eafe, in affluence, Naples, Florence, Romci 
Are pretty things to chat about at home : 
Commend the foft Montpellicr*s balmy air. 
But, hail and vigorous, what need you go thercf 

When Fortune hovers with aufpicious wings. 
In gratitude accept the boon Ihe brings : 
No nice delays ; for, if you like your meat. 
Ne'er quarrel with the room in which you eat» 
If reafon and good fenfe alone give eafe, 
Notalry ^iews, and profpefts of the feas. 
Voyage and Travel are but lofs of time ; 
Ottf temper will not alter with the clime* 
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In idle diligence from morn to night 
"We trifle, to live well with all our might. 
For this, in Scythia's cold, and India's fun, 
'On horfe, in fliips, we fwim, and ride, and run. 
Live well we may, without the help of fails, 
No matter where, in Cumberland or Wales; 
Content is ftinted to no certain fpace. 
The man may be in fault, but not the place. 

ON THE DEATH OF MRS. M.H, 
BY DR. DAVIE S. 

A T'OVcly form, fo permanently fair, 
"*^ That Time and Sickncfs join'd could fcarcc impair? 
0*er the pale landfcape fetting Beauty (hone. 
And Patience fmooih'd the wrinkles Age brought OB. 
"Within that form a ftill more beauteous mind, 
{Like fome fair pi£^ure in clear ^rydal ihrin'd) 
Born every fecial bleffing to difpenie. 
Kind with diitin£tion, wife with innocence i 
The faulty to reprove, the good to -chear, 
Senfiblv fofr, and tenderly fevere. 
A pleaiip^ fanftity ! though ferious, gay j -^ 
Her life lodk'd like a well-kept holiday. 

Stoics might wonder at lier chriilian mind. 
Serene in anguifh, fteadily refign'd : 
Of God's carre£lion (he would not complain, 
Sut fmiling wearied out her length of pain ; 
And, her foul wing'd, as Nature's powers grew faint, 
By foft degrees decay 'd into a Saint. 

7 TO 
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TO MISS A. W. A VERY YOUNG LADY, 

BY MR. WHALE Y. 

T WOULD 'tell thee, thou art fair j 
•*• But the pleafing tale, I' fcac, 
IVIight deceive thy tender ear. 
Make tht-e fancy beauty more 
Than thou 'It find the faithlcfs llorc ; 
Faithlefs as rhe Ciream of pight, 
Flitting with returning light j 
• Juft as fure as Summer feas. 
When behind rh* inviting biccze 
Storms and thunders loitering wait. 
Soon to give the wretch his fate. 

Let the Mufc then fend her fong 
To thy mind, thy mind yet young, 
Yet as pure and free from ftain 
As the fnow driven o'er the plain : 
But how nice th' inftru6^ive lay ! 
Yet the Mufe has bid me fay. 
Thou haftafk'd, and (he'll obey. 

Gentle Maid, to whofe kind heart 
Friendly Nature doth impart 
(Choiceft of the gifts ihe brings) 
Soft good temper, firft of things ; 
May that temper be thy guide, 
May (be ftill with thee refide. 
Free from pailion, free from pride; 
Pride that aims the dcadlicft dart 
At the growing Virgin's heart ! 



} 
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TO C H A R L E 3 PRATT, E SQ^. 

FROM HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE JHL 

BY MR. WHALE Y. 

/^ BSE R VE -how. calmly warm, my fi iervd, 
^^ 0*cr the.fraooth plains tbe Zephyrs blovv^ 
WWle treos in.gcntlcft motion btnd. 

And ftreams fcarcc murmur asthcy flow, 
Swecc Fliilomela trills her fung 

Of pleating fadnefs through thergrovei. 
Wailing a wretched Virgin's wrong, 

And a bafe King's, incefluous loves. 
The (kepherds to. the fhades repair, 

And on the grafs their lays indite. 
Which the great patron of their care, 

Arcadia's lidening God, delight. 
Tliirft, with the feafon, Charles, comes onj 

Would you not then in third repine. 
Bring the fleek foal, or turbot, down, 

And well you fliall be. paid with wine. 
Sec ! as the founding cork burfts forth. 

Pale Care and Sadnefs ftanled fly. 
And all. reflexions, foes to mirth, 

Drown'd in the fparkling brimmer lie. 
If then you '11 throw your Coke afide. 

To fuch enlivening joys inclined, 
Qjjick mount your fteed, and brifkly ride,; 

And bid Tom 'bring the fifli behind. 
•For think not gratis to. come off. 

Or tipple fcot-£rec at my board, 

* Since Lord C^imdexu K* 

As 
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As 'When o'er fumptuous meals you laugh^ 

With yon fair villa's ♦ bounteous lord. 
Come then, nor rack your brains to kaow. 

How many ftcs would Wimple buy i 
'Come, andxonfidering, as you go^ 

That H<ardwtcke's felf at laO: inuft die^ 
•Severity for folly leave, 

Bed fucceiTor to puzzling laws | 
In public life lv)wever grave, 
Be gay in private with applaufe. 
1745- 
:MR. W.HALEY TO CHARLES PRATT, ESQ^, 
FROM. HORACE, BOOK 1. EPIST. H. 

'TXT'HILE you, my friend, were pleading at the bar^ 
^^ I read the writer of the Trojan war. 

Whence good or evil, ihame or honour flows. 

The phildfophic Bard cxa6tly fliows ; 

With lifeful rules and fage inflruftions fraught. 

Beyond what Crantor or Chryfippus taught. 

What makes to me this bold alTertion clear, 

Ui^lefs'fome golden brief detains you, hear. 
The tale tliat tells how, arm'd by Paris' love, 

'For ten long years two bleeding nations drove. 

Contains a tide of turbulence, that fprings 

From witlefs crowd sj and full as witlefs kings. 
»• Give up the quarrel's caufe !" Antenor cries* 

But the fond lover, hear what he replies ; 

«* Nor health, nor love, nor empire's cafy charm* 

Shall force the ravilh'd fair-one from my arms." 

* Wimple, the feat of lord chancellor Hardwicke. W. 

iL z Good 
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Goo3 Keftor ftrives tlic fierce difpiitcs to qucH, 
With which AchiHes ind Atrides fwell ; 
Keen Lovfe fjermits on« hero's Jfoul no reft, 
And Anger 'rules alike in either's brcaft. 
The people'^ grief from royal -errors fpring^i 
And fubjefts ptfy the want t>f fenfe in kings. 
Sedition, falfehood, evil, lufl:, and «-age, 
The camp aElike imd'garrifon engage. 

Again what Virtue Wifdom-join\! cao do 
Th' inftru6tive chief of Ithaca wiH fliew. 
Who, Troy in duft, on many a diftant fhore. 
Much ftu^d human arts, and manners more. 
He, o'er the fca by varyrag tempcfts borne, 
Purfuing long his own and friends return, 
Stemm'cl 'Fortune's Swaves, and, with unwearied .paii^ 
Plung'd in advcrfity rofe fafe again: 
The Sirctis fongs and Circe's cups arc known. 
Which with his comrades had hefwallow'd down, 
Unmanh'd he 'd rued th' imperious harldt*s wine, 
And yelp'd a dog, or rolPd in mud a fwine. 

We *re ufelefs mouths, made but to eat and drink, 
"Shunning life's only good employ, to think. 
We 're ^6r Penelope's diforder'd train, 
Phaeaciari youth of foft Akinous' reign, 
A vicious crew, that lull the tortuf 'd bread 
With midnight fdng and noon-tide fleep to reft. 
The rfiuifderitig felon a6Uve leaves his bed. 
And, ere the fun appears, in blood is red; 
Wlienlie fo fwift to others ruin hies, 
Cannot ftlf-pfcfcrVation make you rife ? 

Thotgh 
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Though well, you will not leave youc eafy chair. 
When rfie full dropfy fwells you, you muft flir. 
Call then for book and candle, ere Vis light, 
Give your wliole mind to fearch out truth and righr„ 
Left fome worfe cauie intruding break ypur re(l> 
And Love difturb, or Envy taint your brcaft. 
If penetrating gravel tries your reins. 
The do£h)r 's call'd in ha^le to eafe your pain*; 
And ihall your mind a worfe difeafe endure. 
And you let years pafs by, and feck no cure .*^ 
Set our, the race's bardefl part is run, 
Great Wifdonv's work's half finifti'd when begtra*. 
Who lets the prefcnt hour unus'd pafs by. 
Waits with the clown until the river 's dry j 
Poor fenfelefs ruftic ! the unvarying ftream 
Flows on,, and will for ever flow the fame. 

Wealth CO acquire, is meft men's ibvereign care ;, 
And then a wife to bring that wealth an heir. 
In trafbs of wafle th' improving ploughfliare 's feeu^ 
And barren heaths u^ fruitful tilth arc green« 
Who *s fatisfied, however fmall his ftore,. 
Should. fcorn to throw away a wi^ foE morCi^ 
No- ftately equipage, no f^endid plate. 
No fumptuous houfe, no rental, of eflate,. 
Ere gave the fever'd blood a moment's rcfty 
Or pluck'd one thorn fcom out its- mailer's brea(H. 
Who thinks to know the ufe of joy and wealth, 
l^uil firft be well in mind, and (Vrong in h(;al(h. 
Who lives in fear, or loi^gs \^ith much for m^sCj^ 
Has juft fuch. pkafurc from his ulclefs ftore^ 

• / Li A» 
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As age-dim eyes from painting' can- receive,. 

Or muiic's (Vrains to ears impofthum'd give. 

Calks tainted four whatever they contain ; 

Shun pleafuresy ever bought too dear with pain.. 

The wretch that covets, alwa^'s lives in want j 

Stint your deiire, Heaven has no more to grant. 

The envious fall to others joy a prey. 

And, as their neighbours thrive, they pine away. 

The brcaft that *s Envy's ftave with pains is prickM^ 

More than Sicilian tyrants could infli£b. 

He who his rifing anger can't control^ 

Shall rue the Tallies of his heated foul. 

Shall wifh, in agony of heart, undone 

What Paflion will'd on abfcnt Rcafon's throne. 

Anger 's a fliort-liv'd madnefs, and with fway 

Rules fovereign if not tutor'd to obey. 

Keep ftrongly in the hot rebellious mind. 

Be it with bits rcftrain'd, and curbs contin'd.. 

The docile horfe in prime of years is broke 

To bear the rein, or ftretch beneath the yoke^ 

The whelp that hunts the dcer-lkin round the court,. 

Staunch, lotes the field, nor ever quits the fport. 

Drink early then, my friend, at Reafon's bowl, 

And fill with wholcfome draughts your youthful foul. 

If wine or gall the recent velTcl ftains, 

Each fcent alike the faithful ca(k retains. 

Start then on Virtue's courfe without dehy : 
If you get on but flow, I fhall not flay. 
Nor f refs upon you, if you lead the way. 



} 
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VERSES ADDRESSED TO 

OLD CAMDEN'S PICTURE, 

AT LORD CAMDEN'S, IN KENT. 

BY DR. SNETD DAVlES. 

"PATHER of Bmain! (late rcftor'd *) awhik 

"^ Attend, and cad a- venerable fmile T 

Know'ft thou thefe walls, thefe walks, this woody brow } 

Blufli, good old man, and fee its glories now. 

Know'fl thou the man — 
Whom neither fear nor favour can controul 
His inborn worth and probity of foul : 
Mild<as the vernal gale, or fofceft lay { 
Firm as the rock that fpurns the roaring fea : 

" Inflexible and ftcady to his truft :" — 
Barely to fay he 's upright, is unjuflr. 
Father, be proud ; affume thy later fame : 
Hear, and rejokc x he bears thy honoured name. 

Do I then flatter } whatl for dirt and pence ? 
Tis falfe, ye. hirelings ! wretches, get ye hence. 
What ! for fonie meed ? — with me as light as air : 
Trifles and toys beneath my fcrious care. 
Where intereft, trifles^ and even power are weak. 
Freely I draw; and what I feel, I fpeak. 
Aik, aik the people's, aik the fovereign's choice ; 
Atk, thy own Britain — ^Ihe confirms my voice. 

April 1766, 

* This pi^re (an original) which formerly hung in the 
fame houfe in Camden^s time, was lately prefented to Lord 
Camden by a'senUeman of his acquaintance. D. 

L4 ON 
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ON MISS WYNPHA M\ 

PAlfCI^NO A^ LOVTI^B AT B A T Hj^ 
. WITH 10 It KX CAVOGAN, r7j8^ 
BY B R. D A V I E S+.. 

OCOTT ftrikes the viol ; foft and clear 
*^ The notes proceed, and charm the eari 

Two brighter forms advance 
From the fair circle^ and lead on the dance.. 
Majeftic he, in manly ftrength for arms ; 
Attra£tive (be, in all the Graces' charms ; 
€adogan>. WyndhaiXK Equal they proceed-^ 

Advance, retire ; 
Now flraight the line, now gently ending in a fpiftti 
Js it the magic of the founding seed 

Their feet commands^ 

And maves- their hands ? 
Or, as they artful ftrike the ground;. 
Does Motion's harmony provoke a founds 
Soft a& the muiick of the wanbling lyre ^ 
Behold each limb in jufteft contraft plac'd r 
Xyibrack, in marble bid each pofture laft^ 
That we at leifUre may sqjprove 
What 's lod fo fudden as they move« 

Thus let Apollo ftand; 
I>iana thus her huntrefs train command*. 

♦ ProbaWy EKztbe^ dawghter of Sir W: WynAam^ 
married in 1749 to the late Hob. George 0«eiMrtIle, by wkoni 
Ihe had the pfefent Earl Temple. IX 

f Not the fonaet wvitcr of the famr napfi^Uil. QL tftfn^ 
kend) a phyfician* IX 
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But they fuch various movements tiy^ 

To win the hearty 

To- pltafe the eycy 
As quite elude the force of mimic art* 

As dance the nimhle hours 

In Guido's eafy air, 

When F^ioebus, rifing, pour* 

A flood of glory from his car j 
So Wyndham moves ^ attra6ls with every grace^ 
Wins every hearty and charms with every pace !" 

VERSES* 9Y MR. WHALE Y, 

IN THE QAKnWAL.K AT BILLINGBEABrfW 
" Sacra Jovi Quercu», Veneri gratlffima.'* 
- nr^HOU ever verdant venerable (hade, 

■*" Ye facred Oaks, by Time thus beauteous made^ 
More bleft th»n thofe, the favourites- once of Jove, 
Sternal oflTspring ef Dodona's grove! 
Here ftouriflifafe; nor envy, nor con^plain, 
Tiiough your tall brotherhood in George's reign 
AlTert the empire of the frighted main.. 
The fea and lAl its wealth to them, reiign. 
For know a treafure far more dear is thine ;: 
Bend then your branches round the fea^born fair^ 
And bending own that Venu« k your care. 

♦ In memory of that mol? accomplilhed young lady, thr 
Iton. Mils EfTn Grlffio, only daughter to the late right ho^ 
lourable the lord Gri£n| and- niece to the prefent right ho» 
Bourablc the countefs of Portfmouth. W. 

f Lady Portfmouth's jointure- feat as reli£t of Henry Grey' 
tfq.. and afterwards the feat of Nevill Aldworth,, ef^ See 
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ON THE DEATH OF OLD BENNET' 

THE NEWS-CHYER. 
FROM FEN ton's GOLLEOTIOK. 

/^NE evening, when the fun was j'ufl gone down, 

^^ As I was walking through the noif^^ town, 

A fudden filence througH each ftrect was fpread. 

As if the foul of London had been fled. 

Much I enquired the caufe, but could not hear, T 

TillFanne, fo frighten'd that (he did not dare f 

To raife her voice, thus whifpcr'd in my ear : ^ 

* Bennet, the prince of HawKers, is no nnore, 

Bennet, my Herald on the Britifh (bore ; 

Bennet, by whom I own myfelf out-done, 

T];^ough I an hundred mouths, he had but one. 

He, when the liftening town he would amufe,. 

Made Echo tremble with his bloody news. 

No more (ball Echo now his voice return. 

Echo for ever mufl in filence mourn. 

Lament, ye heroes, who frequent the wars,. 

The great proclaimer of your dreadful fears.- 

Thus wept the conqueror that the world o'ercaraey- 

Homer was wanting to enlarge his fame : 

Homer, the firft of Hawkers that is known. 

Great news from Troy cry'd up and down the town. 

None like him has there been for ages pad, • 

Till our Stentorian Bunnet came at lad : 

Homer and Bennet were in this agreed. 

Homer was blind, and Bennet could not read." 

THE 
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THE ADVICE^ 

TO M I S. S M-R-N-Jt. 

T OVELY mover of a pafTion, 
''"^ Modefl, noble, and fincere. 
Let for once, fince *tis the fafliion, 

Humbh vcrfc approach your ear. 
Let an honcll fwain adviTeyou 

To difdam all arts to charm ; 
Then the worthy man will prize you. 

Him alone your bread fliould warnH 
Be your foul the feat of Science, 

Emprcfs there let Reafon reign ; 
Keep with Virtue Arift aUianccj 

Nor Humility difdain. 

Soft and moving as each- feature. 

Let your words unftudied flow ; 
IMild and' gentle as your nature, 

Be your \vell-tim*d wifdom toa 

Why fliould I advif:: in drefling ? 

Modefty would be your guide j 
Slic can render yoii fo plcafing, 

As would fliame the phantom pride* 

Leave, Dorinda, would you give me, 

I could whifper to your mind : 
** Keep my rules; and then, beliore me. 

You *11 excell all womankind.** 

SONG, 
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SONG, ON T^E TWO MISS CRADDOCKS. 
BY THE LATE SIR THOMAS BURNET*. 
'*TpHE mfnd of bright Suky 's a jewely 
-*" Well fet in a delicate frame^ 
But Annama pleafes me too well 

To examine what caufcs the ftamc^ 
The charms of fweet Suky infpirc mc^ 

Her face, (hape, and wit, I adore ; 
But Annama's frailing eyes fire me 
To raptures i ae'er felt befoic. 

The 

* Yotingcft fon of the Bifbop* He was author of ** A fc- 
cord Tale of a Tub; or, the Hiftory of Robert Powell the 
Pop{>et-lhow-manj"(underwhlchcharafterArchbilhopShar[>e 
wasfaiirifcd.) He wrote alfomany political pamphlets againil 
the laft miniftry of Qgeen Anne, for one of which he was 
taken into cullody by a mcflengcr. He was bred to the 
law ; but wrote many other jcux eTf/prit before he cultivated 
with fuccefs thofe (ev^crer ftudics^ One of his fallies, when 
▼ery young,, was the following epigram, which was found 
in his father's epifcopal throne in Sarum. cathedral; 

« A Biihop fits here. 

Which may fcem very o<ild^ 

Who has two thousand neat. 

To drink a^d to eat. 
And to. give us the Peace of God,'*" 
He was the editor of his Father's " Hiftory of his own 
Times;** and, as an author,, was concerned in a weekly 
paper called "The Grumbler;'* but the puhlication, which 
j^ndaced Mr. Pope to expofe him V? 1th feverity in the Dun* 
*ciad, (III. 179.) was a traveftle of the firft book of the Hiad^ 
intituled << HofBcrides, by Sir Iliad Doggrr]/* written in con* 
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Tlic one every aft h fo gpod in, 

Each word and each look I approve } 
The other fo fmilcs on a fudden, 

I only know tliis, that I love. 
His meafurc with Suky Time lofes. 

Hours fly like the minutes away ; 
If Anna hcT prefence refufes. 

One minute appears a whole <Iay. 

nftion with Mr.I>ucket,atid printed ini 71 5. It is recorded ol? 
r. BumeCy that, in the days of his levity, his father 
iC ilay ieeing him uncommonly grave, aflced -what he 
11 -flitfdkatJng ? *< A greater work, replied thie fon, tfifcn 
your Lordlhip's Hiftory of the Reformation-" * What 
is that, Tom r' ** My own reformation, my Lord.** 
I fball be heartily iglad to fee it, faid the BHhop, But al- 
noft defpairof it.' It was, howdrer^ accomplilhed. Bein^ 
nful at Lilboo when the late Lord Tyrawky was ambafla- 
•r, upon fome difpute between them,iii which the merchants 
ok part wkh >the former, happening to employ th^ fame 
ylor, be learned what fiiit, . &c. his Lordfbip had ordered 
r a birth-day., and arrayed his fervarits in the fan>e, while 
himfelf appeared drelTcd quite plain. This occalioned 
eir both being recalled. Mr. Burnet then applied himfelf 
the ftudy of his profeffion, in which it is nccdlefs to fay 
s advancement did not exceed his merit. He was appoint- 
king's ferjeant, 1740; a judge of the common pleas,' 1741 ; 
lighted Nov. 23, 1745 * ^°^ ^^^ J^"* ^» ^753* "^ ^^^^ ^^ 
me of hi» poems was publilhed in i777,4tOi— The following 
J been relaMd as an inftance^f his evennefs of temper. Dtn- 
g at a friend's where the coachman was one of the atten- 
nti^ in lifting a difli he fpilt it awkwardly on the Judge's 
wths, who only faid facetiouOy, while he was rubbing dewn^ 
'riend, I advife you for the fuuire to greaie nothing but 
our wheels.* N, T% 
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To mufic when Suky light bounds. 

My fancy too dances the hays; 
When Annama*s fpinnetrefounds, 

I feel on my heart-ftrings fte plays. 

•One (iftenny'head'fo pofTeiTes, 

My rejtfon with her would talce part; 

The other that rebel Tuppreffes, 
And abfolute reigns in my heart. 

ODE, BY MR. WHALE Y. 

^a THE ANNiy£«.SARY OF THE NUPTIALS 
OF J O H 'N D t) D D, E ^ QJ* 

l^RIGHT Phttbus, «na thou Goddefs Maid, 
XJ ^^Q roak'ft the fpringing woods thy care, 
Whofe earS'Our yearly vows invade, 

Oh ! bend, and liften to our prayer ! 
Great God, whofe fteps bright day attends. 

With thee it comes, with thee retires ; 
May none be happier than my'friend, 

Who'blefs thy light or feel thy fires. 
Thou too, Lucina, hear our drains, 

Though virgin thou thyfelf and pure> 
Oh teach the teeming wife her .pains 

With happy patience to endure. 
Por through the rolling mghts and days^ 

Since Hymen call'd this pair his owd» 
>Jor thy foft beams, nor Paean's rays, 

A purer nuptial torch have known. 
♦ With Mif« JuJiana Jcnningi. See t^e Scene ax Sw»l- 
iowBcldy p. 1 14. . D, 

S Y= 
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^c certain Fates, on whofe fix'd wiH 

Unalterable decrees depend, 
Oh ! guard this chofen pair from I1I» 

Like their beginning- be their end* 
•For them may ever chearfulheahh 

In every* breathing gale bebome. 
And flowing yet well-order'd weahh 

Their fields, their ftreams, their board, adorn* 
To'thcir whole youth give fprightly joy i 

And to their long-excendcd day 
Thofe trinquil meafures that nc*cr cloy. 

Nor fink- till' life's lam p^ fades away« 

TO JOHN P O D D, E S Qj^ 

SWALLOWFIBLD PLACE, MARCH 25, 1740. 
3Y Mlt, WHALBY. 
TXEAR abfent mader of this fwect domain, 
'*^ Attend a while, 'tis friendlhip breeds the drain | 
This bids the heart midft eafe and plenty moan. 
And makes joy tadelefswhen confin'd to one. 
The morn, 'tis true, can no where fairer rife, 
*No 2Lephyrs fofter fan the evening fkies, 
Spring has no fweeter talk tlian to improve 
Yon flowery level, and that fprouting grove ; 
Vbe warbling birds fend peace to &very ear. 
And the dreams murmur red to every care. 

Yet this my lot, thus every fenfe employ*d. 
Sighing I find each pleafure unenjoy'd ; 
True joy from friends made bled alone can rife, 
<For blifs, if uncommunicaced, dies. 

Thee then the happied far of men I deem, 
Wbofe copious bounty's ever-flowing dwMci 
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Gives joy to every hearty that *s to thee known. 

And makes the gladocfs of a crowd thy own. 
Come then, my friend, and grant me to xeceivs , 

Joys which fociety alone can give. 

How I exult when as thy tread I hear ! 

Attendant Valgios* voice falutcs my <ar ! 

See him his honeft, aaple face difplay. 

Broad as the moOn, and chearful as the day. 

Mirth and her train, his flavet, he brings along^ 

Gay gambols, revelry, and wanton fong 5 

Nor needs tlie aid of the infpiring bowl 

To warm his fan^y or difclofe his foul. 

Which alwavs opening in his face we fcan, 

^faifning a fwend where'er he meets a man. 
Nor kfs ilnce^ei though calmer joys arife, 

With afpe6l n^ild when Gallus greets my eyes. 

And challenges from this thy new abode 

The hofpitality he once beiflow'd ; 

'XVhen Leominftcr ^ fheep, long from the butchftr kept, 

Their matter's bounty, and our hunger wept; 
And as on Pinfley's funny baliks we lay. 
The cyder tons ran unperceivM away. 
Here, as in Greek and Roman times, we €nd 
The pious prieil and tuneful poet join *d ; 
His verfes what good taen flioirld be declare. 
And his whole life informs u« what they are. 
Prudently gay, and chearfuUy fevcre. 

Who can but feel the joy that fritfndlhip gives. 
When Paulus* honeft hand his hand receives ? 
Bleft man to whom he deigns that pledge impart. 
Unfailing fervant to a valiant heart ! 

* JRionouQccd < Lemiter'. D, 

Whdfe 
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Whofe warmthy whenever jufticc bids, is iliown 
In a friend's caufc, ftill warmer than his own. 
But oh 1 forgive the Mufe, if droop? her wing, 
If cv'n to thee flie can but faintly fingf. 
While the dear pleafurcs friend fliip e'er has (hown^ 
Are now but from a paft enjoyment known. 
Th* imperfcft joy remembrance gives my breaft, 

Is that in thee, and I once was bleft, 

Bleft in thy generous friend Ihip, what I feel 
Thy foul, from whence it fprings, forbids me tell ; 
And thy experience knows, what Fate denies, 

While for health to diftant Scarborough flies j 

For often has he fix'd thy liftening ear, 
With fprightly wit, or argument fcvere, 
In his wit dignity, his learning eafe, 
To inftruft his buiinefs, his delight to pleafc. 

Come then, nor farther a friend*s woes prolong, 
Whofe grief fmcere you find from this fad fong. 

A THOUGHT ON GAMING. 

BY MR. W HALEY. 

' I ^O gild o'er avarice with a fpecious name, 
^ To fuffer torment while for fport you game. 
Time to reverfc, and Order to defy, 
To make your temper fubjeft to a dye. 
To curfe your fate for each unlucky throw, 
Your reafon, fenfe, and prudence to forego; 
To call each power infernal to your part. 
To fit with anxious eyes, and aching heart; 
Your fortune, tim«, and health to throw away, 
Is what our modern men of taftecall Play. 

Vol. VI. M '^ ^ 
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TO THE SPARROWS AT MENWINYOK 
IN CORNWALL. BY MR. WHALEY^ 

T>IRDSy in joy all birds excelling, 
•*-* Happy (laves to endlcfs Love, 
Happier here than if your dwellings 

Were the facred Cyprian grove* 
What though thofe celedial fparrow& 

Boaft their food from Venus* handc. 
And their feathers wing the arrows. 

With which Cupid ail commands; 
Tell them, Beauty 's all opinion^ 

And ye much miftaken are. 
If the fifters at Men win yon 

Outgo not the Graces far. 
Tell the pharms ye daily gaze on^ 

As ye hop the woods among. 
Such no mortal e*er fet eyes on, 

Such Catullus never fung. 
Were his miftrefs* fparrow living. 

And thefe fifters to him ftown, 
He, poor bird, would die with grieving, 

Seeing Le(bia fo out-done. 
Her then, fparrows, each gay morning 

With your chirping lays falute. 
Hither each cool eve rctuiniog 

Ncdle midft the leaves and fruit* 
And if e'er your reft be broken 

By the nets of fome rude clowo. 
To ihe fifters be it fpoken, 

And they'll kill him with a frown. 
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A LETTER* FROM MISS 



TO THE RJGHT HON* THE EARL OF . 

AND dar'ft thou cheo, ififulting lord 1 demand 
^ "^ A friendly -anfwer from this trembHng band ?— 
!No more thy tears my tender page fhaH llain. 
Ambiguous tears, diifembling joy or pain ; 
No move thine eyes with fwcet furpiize purfue 
'Love's facred-myAericSy there unveii'd to you.— - 
Demand'd thoii flill an anfwer? — ^let it be 
An anfwer worthy vengeance, worthy me ! 
«Hear it, in |mblic chara6lers, relate 
An iU-ftarr*d pafiion, and capricious fate r 
"Yes, public let it ftand ! to warn the maid 
From one who lell kfs •vaoquifii'd than bctray'd t 
Ouiltlefs, yec doom'd with guilty pangs to groan, 
•ABd-€4rpkite otliers' treafons, not her own { 
J>e(lin'd with ihame in Honour's paths to run 1 
Still Virtue's follower^ yet by Vice undone. 
Such free complaint to injur'd Love belongs :— . 
¥es, tyranCy read, 4ind know me by my wrongs { 
YeSy traytor, read, and reading tremble too ! 
I come to blaze thee to a nation's viewj 
I come-^h, wretch^ thy fwelling rage ^ontroul ! 
Wat he not once the idol of thy foul ? 

• This beautiful Poem orxginafly appeared in the St. 
James's Chronicle. From thence 1 have copied It. N. 

M a True, 
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True, by his guilt thy torturM bofom bleeds. 
Yet fparc the guilty — for 'tis Love that pleads s 
Refpc£^ing him, refpeft th/infant flame j ' 
Proclaim the trcafon, hide the traytor's name I 
Enough to Honour and Revenge is given, • * 

This truth refervc for Confcience, and for Heaven I 

Talk'ft thou, ingratc ! of Friendfliip's holy pawetn ? 
The tiger's union with the lamb be ourt ! 
This cold, this frozen bofom, didfl tliou dream> 
Senfelefs to love, ihall foftcn to eftecm ? . 
What means thy friendfbip } fliall I blefs my fate, 
Lofing thy love, to juft efcape thy hate ?— »• . 
Remember thee ! — ^repeat that found again : 
My heart applauding echoes to the ftrain. 
Yes, till this heart forgets to beat and grieve, 
Live there thy image — ^but detefled live I • 
My hate purfue thee, unimpaired by age. 
Nor memory waken, but to kindle rage. 
Enter thy treacherous bofom, enter deep ; 
Hear Confcience call, while flattering paflions fleep ! 
Where harbour Honour, Confcience, Faith, and Truth? 
Where the bright forms whofe ferablancc caugTit my 

youth? ' • 

How could I doubt fhy noble breaft their flirine, 
That felt them glowing, tender maid ! in mine. 
Boall not of trophies from my fall atchiev'd I 
Boaft not, deceiver, of this foul deceived 1 
Eafy the tray tor wins an open heart, 
Artlefs itfelf, and unfufpefting artj • 
Kot by fuperior wiles fuccefsful prpve^. 
But fond credulity in her who loves. 

Blufli, 
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Bluiby ibajnclefs grandeur, hlulh ! (hall Britain's 
Daring all crimes, noc dare to be tuiccre r. [Pe^r, 

What charnas were mioc, to tempt thy Jjuilty fire* jL 
What wealth, what honours from illultrious Cijfix l^ _ 
Can \'iA(uc!$ fiinple fpoiU ^dorn tjiy race ? - • i 

Shall jMicals mark a village maid's difgrace ? 
When burtUug tears my inward anguifh ipeak, 
When palcncis fprcads my fometimes flufhing check j 
When my frame trembles with convtillivc ftrifc, 
My fpirits flutter on the verge of life; 
When to my heart my cbbirg pulfe ii diiven, 
My eyes throw faint accufing Ixams tu licaven ; 
Yet griefs that freeze my accents, favc my famt; :-*. 
Conoe, blaft ity traytor ! — »o ; the talc of (bame^ 
The guilty tale, unwilling lips cpntinc — 
My ponioQ, mifery ; hue no triumph tliiuc I .- 

Would tl»u hadll left me where X met ihine ^y^,, 
A (Imple- flower, to bloom in. (hades and dift ! 
On dowxry wings wliere rofe the fprightly uiorn,i . 
W here eveoifig found not in my bread a tiiorn : 
Pure joys were mine ; Content at: ieall, ihat flows 
W ith' tclsipefatc current through thib vale of woes. . 
Cruel, to poifbn moments fwcct as thefc ! 
On me to praclife fatal arts to pleafe 1 
Dcftjn'd, if prolperous, for fubiimer charnas, 
To coun ptuud Wealth and Greatncfs to ihy arms* 
How many a lighter, manya fairer dame, 
Fond of her prize, had fanned thy tickle flame; 
W^ith livelier Hioments fooih'd thy vacant mind, 
Eafy pofTcfs'd thee, cafy too rcfign'd j 

31 3 Chang*d 
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Chang'd but her objeft, Pafiion*s willing (1*8 vr. 
Nor felt the wound that feflers to'the cjravc F • 
Ah! had I, confcious of thy fierce deft rtrJV 
But half eottfentiflg Ihar'd contagious firesi 
Half yielding heard thine impious fuit maintaiM'd,* 
This trembling heart had fuffer'd, not^complaifi*<^i? 
But, ah ! with rears- and crowded fighs to fue^ 
To drefs diflTembled'paflions Ukc the true; 
To borrow ftill Confufion's fwect difguife^ 
Meet my coy virtues with dejc6bd eyes ; 
To fteal their language which no words imparty^ 
And give me back the image of my heart ; 
Thrs, this was treachery :--by f\ich arts aiTail'd^- 
1 fell --Great God ! what virtue had not^fail'd I' 

Yet unrelenting ftlH tlic tyrant cr\tSr 
Heedlcfs of Pity's voice, and Beauty's fighr^. 
That pious frauds, the wifcft, beft, approve. 
And Heaven but fmiles at? perjuries in love •. 
No } Heaven and Virtue fcorn the mean pretenM ! 
No$ 'tis the villain's, 'tis the flave's defense} .. 
No ; 'tis the bafe fenfation cowards hzl I 
The wretch who trembles at the brave man's fteel 
In woman's rage no daring mifchief fears, 
And mocks. the feeble arms of iighs and tears* 
In vain a fex, by nature taught to reft 
Its trembling weaknefa on your firmer breaft. 
Pleads pity :— coward roan, to woman brave^ 
Infults tlie virtue he was born to fave. 

What ! (hall the lighted promife lips can feign 
Bind man to man in Honour's facred chain ? 

^ " Jupiter in coelo perjuria ridet amantum." 

And 
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And oaths to us not hr\€t\fy th' accord, 

Not heaven attcfted, nor heaven's awful Lord ?:-* 

Why various taws for being;^ fofm'd the filmed 

Bqual from one indulgent power we citAt, 

Who, bleffing to be bleft, defign'd Kn race 

With manly vigour tetnf>enng female graOB* 

Sequefter'd from our fex» vatn man, relate 

Your folitary pleafures, fullen ftatc ! 

What tender joys fit brooding o'er your (lore ? 

What (lumbers footh Ambition bath'd in fpte^ 

Tis ours, tlf unfocial pafRons to controul. 

To pouf the balm that heals the wounded foul ; 

To lure your fancy with diviner themes 

Than Wealth, than Power's delufive reftlefs dreams; 

Yecfrantic man, diifotving bonds fo dear, 

Secure froiti Love, his empire founds on Fear ? 

Nor dream'ft thdu, trkytor, what confirms thy lawsi 

Not manly triumph— ^Blu(h to hear the caufe ! 

*Tis female foftnefs—^Tyrants elfe might feel 

The defpei^te vengeance of a woman's ftccL 

Still if you glory in the lion's force. 
Come, nobly emulate that Iion*s courfe I 
From guarded herds he .vindicates his prey. 
Not lurks in thickets from the blaze of day t 
While mah, not confident in manly arms. 
Now offering truce, now foiin^ng falfe alarmsi 
With cuftoms, liws, with terror, fraud, corot)iQ*dj 
Relaxes all the nerves thiat'bface the mind; 
Then lordly, (avage, retsds the trembling heart, 
Pijft gain'd by tteathety, land then um'd by-artr - • 

M 4 Are 
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Are thcfe rcflefhons then that Love infpircs ? 
Is bittcL grief the fruit of fair defires ? 
From vvhofe example could I dream to find 
The mournful privilege to curfe mankind ? 
Ah, long I flrove to burd th' enchanting tye. 
And formed rcfolves that ev*n in forming die : 
Too long I lingered on the fatal coa(l. 
And ey'd the ocean where my wealth was loft : 
In filence wept, iiuu-ce venturing to complain i 
Still to nnry heart (iilTembled half my pain : 
Afcrib'd my fufferings to its fears, not you 5 
Beheld y9U treacherous, and then vvifli'd you. due. 
Sooth'd by thofe withes, by myfelf deceiv'd, 
I fondly hop'd, and, hoping, I belie v'd. — 
Cruel ! to whom, ah whither can I flee. 
Friends, Fortune, Fame, deferted all for thee ? 

On whom but Thee this aching frame repofe ? 

With whom but Thee depofit ail its woes ? 
To whom, but Thee, explain its ftifled groan. 
And live for whom but Thee and Love alone ? 
What hand to probe my bleeding heart be found ? 
What hand to heal, but his that gave the wound > 

O dreadful chaos ! when die ruin'd mind. 
Loft to itfelf, to vinue, fiumaii-kind. 
From earth to heaven, a nietedr flaming wide, 
Link'd to no fyftem, to -no woild allied. 
Feels all a blank within :-r-each pregnant thought 
That Nature, Rcafon, that Experience taught, 
Paft, prcfcnt, future, feels. aliJkc deftroy*d, . 
While Love alone ufurps the mighty void ! 

A'voiii 
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Blulby -fliainclefs grandeur, hluih ! (hall Britain's 
Daring all crimes, not dare to be finccre ?. [Pebii, 

What charms were mice, to tempt thy i^uilty 5\t% t 
What wealthf. what honours from illuilrious Cif^l; ^ 
Can \'u(uc!$ fimple fpoiU adorn i)iy lycc? -ji 

Shall a^cals mark a village maid's difgrace ? ,.; , 

When byrlUDg tears my inward anguifh Iptfak, 
When palencf& fpreads my fometimes flufhing chcck,j 
When my frame trembles with convullivc ftrife, 
My Ipirits flutter on the verge of life ; 
When to my. heart my ebbicg pulfe is driven, 
My eyes throw faint accufing beams 10 heaven ; 
Yet griefs that freeze my accents, favc nw famt: :-*. 
Come, bladity traytor! — no; the tale oFfiiamfi^ 
The guilty tale, unwilling lips cpntinc — 
My portion, mifery ; hut no triumph thine t ; 

Would tlwu hadll left mc where X i«et thine f^c,, • 
A (impie.flowct, to bloom in. (hades and dift ! . :,. . 
On dowxry wings wl^re rofe the fprightly morny . • 
W here eveaiiog found not in my breaft a thorn. : 
Pure joys wert mine ; Content' af. kail, that flows 
Witb'te&ipcratc carrcnt through iIms vale of woc^*. . 
Cruel, to poiibn moments fwcct as thefc '. 
On me to prtftifc fatal arts to pteafe ! 
Dcftin'd, if prolpcrous, for fubJimer charms, 
To court ptuud Wealth and Greatncfs to ihy arms* ; 
How many a lighter, many a fairer dame, 
Fond of her prize, had fanned thy hckle flame; 
With livelier ihomcnts foolh'd thy vacant mind, 
Eaiy pofTcfs'd thee, cafy too rc(ign*d } 

M. 3 Chan^'d 



But oh, a heart whofe tendefnefs you knew^ 

That held, frail tenure f life itfeTf from yoo | 

in iond prefumptioii that fecurely play'^^ 

Securely ftumber'd itt your friendly fhzdc, 

tVhofe every wcaknefs, erery figh, to fliatv^ 

The powers that haunt the pcrjur'd, heard you fwetr-^ 

Was this a heart yoU wantonly rcfign'd 

Viftim to fcbm-, to rum, and n^iankind ? 

Was tHis--0 trajrtor, that betray 'ft no more, 

What means thy pity ? what can rows rcftore 2^ 

Can vows recall th' a\ltumnal year to bloom ? 

Or quicken tflies (lumbering in the tomb? 

Can V0W9 to fmiUs relax^ the brow of Care, 

Of heal thy fcars'of anguiih, fierce Defpair ? 

Bid Virtue's fuUied ftames again retine ? 

Or Honour vifit ^ defrrted (hrine ? 

Ah no :— »nor prayeca, n€Mr all thMmmortal powersy* 

Back to their ODcef>trod circles win the hours I 

Cruel ! no more thy flattering form betrays. 

The feeble vifion melts in Reafon's rays.— ^ 

Yet take my pardon in my laft farewell— « 

Baggers, like thofe you planted, never feel \ 

Fated, like me, to curfe, yet court your fate § 

To blend, in dreadful union. Love and Hacef 

Chiding the prefent moment's lingering bade. 

To dread the future, and deplore the pad ; 

Like me condemn th' effe6^, the caufe approve^ 

Renounce the lover, yet retain the love ! 

Yes, Love ! ev'n now, in this ill- fated hour^ 
An exile from thy joys, I feel thy power. 

5 Yon 



Yon orient fun, once lovely to my fight, 

Sathing iii vernal* dews his youthful light,- 

Congenial to ray gnefs, now fallen glows f 

The dreams that murmur, yet not court repofef 

The breezes' fickening with my mind's difeafe, 

iLnd valleys laughing to all eyes hut thefe, 

Proclaim thy ahfence, Love ! whofe beam alont^ 

Lighted my mont with glories net its eWA-l' 

Ah^ nobleft pxiTion life and youth impartr 

Soon as thy flame (hot rapture to my bearv 

A new creation brighten'd on my vifcWr 

Nurs'd in thy ftniles the focial jiaffionsgrcW t 

New fbruitg, th' harmonious nerves, the thrilling^ rerAl^< 

Seat, in fweet tlnifots- to others painr. 

The blood, to partial currents 01^ confin'd» 

Kow fwtUM atf-odean, and eifilbrac'd mankinds- 

The foul, once centering in icCeif'tiie blazcy- 

Now wide-ditfiA*d Benevoknae's rayv; 

Kindling on earth, potfu'd th' aetbeu-ial road^ 

fa hallow'd- flames afcendbg to its God* 

Ah, Love !-^n vain a blaftii^ hand defbroys 
Thy fwelUng blofibms of expcAed joys } 
Converts vo poifoo what for food was given,- 
Thy manna dropping from its native heaven % 
Vidorious iUU thou triumph*ft ! ftill confeft' 
The purcd tranfport that can warm the breail: -^ 
Y«i, iraytor, yes :— my heart, to Nature true. 
Adores the paflkn^ and dctcfts but you. 
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TO A FRIEND. BY MR.' W.HALEY. 

IN IMITATION OF MARTIAl, 

'THJiE things that bcft teach life ta p1fia(« 
^ My cleared, happicft youth, arc tkcfe.- 
A-fortUttfl, feme kir.d kinfman's boon, 
Uneam'ii b« labour fcf your owe I . 
A pleafant fruitful Ikrkfhire foil, . . 
O'erpaying Hill the tilicr'b toil,- . ■ :, r ., 
And from aUlaw-fuits ever free,., :• ;.. ... ... . 

Though evcn.Prttt ypur counlcl be. • 
^ * In ftatc affairs .too fmall a fiiare 
Domtfiic pleafurcb^to impair. 
A body found, a porfeft miod» . . 
And hcalt)) tP.chpt^xM fpirits >)Ui'd. 
An optyi..y65;di&cmiog brow, : .-, 
A beard for:wdcoft)C:deck'd, nafc'£bow ; 
And .fprightly mirth' attendant 'there, • 
But free fiuxD drunlceonefsas carei .. ~ . ... 

And ever fiJrd.\irttbicqual friends, - /. ' 
Whom worth Hkc Wal pole's rccGitimendt* 
A wife from all referv'dnefs f/ec, 
Yet chafte as foft-ey*d Modeftyf ., . . i 
In htr pleas'd arms a (impering boy,. ... 

The pledge and crown of all your joy. 
Then, to be bleft aix>vjs man's flkaie,- 
Dcfire to bsjoft what you are ; 
But raife to Heaven your grateful eye. 
And neither wi(h nor fear to die. 

^ CORNARO 
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CORNiLRO AND THE TURK. 

A TALE. BY MR. WHALE Y. 

"TTTHERE, mid' Italia's ever funny ]ands, 
^ ^ Faft by the ftrcams of Po Ferrara ftan<Js, 
At manhood's full increafe now juft arriv'd, . 
In fplendid leifurc young Cornaro liv'd j 
Of a full bed the ^rd and lied l>elov d, 
Each gift kind Nature lent him Art improved. 

He knew and lov'd his city ; yet would know 
What other cities different had to (how i 
Eager to gratify his ftretching mind, 
In one fmall realm coo narrowly confin'd. 

To tell his fire his wiib, was to fucceed; 
The fon but hintc<J, aad the f)re«agrecd. 
Then, as became him^ full fuptpUed he went^ 
And to Liivorno * firft his way he bent ; 
On whofe fair (bore each didant nation meets. 
And fills, with various tongues, her peopled flreets« 
Each obje£^ there his ftri^l attention drew. 
Much he obferv'd, yet dill found foroething new; 
And fought it flill, for, knowledge all his end, 
Him, who could tl>at advance, he thought his friend:; 
To rich and poor alike he cad his eye, 
As 'twas a treafure they might both enjoy; 
And he might teach him who the vefTel deer'd. 
What the rich freighter thought not worth regard. 

Of graceful prefeoce and iaviting mien, 
He in each place of (uU refoct was feeh, 

* J^liom> a great and rich city and fea-port in Italy. W. 
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On the throng'd quay, or in the bufy hall, 
And, ikilPd in tongutfs, fcem^d countryman to all | 
To obfenration deep reflection joined, 
And fixM the gathered honey in his mind. 

His lodging on a larrgt quadrangle's fide, 
To him (HH thinking, farther thought fapplied^ 
And as each hour of pafling day went V, 
Some fcene worth note {lill met his <:urtdus eye. 

Yet one among the red he long^iad weigh'd. 
And ofteneft feen the (Ironger nKirk it made | 
For the fad figh that keen Misfortune drew 
Still to his hreaft an eafy pafiage knew. 

As he each morn the rifing fua beheld. 
Ere yet the moving fquare with crowds was fiJl'd, 
On one fame fpot as <H11 he l«okM arovMlf 
One folitary wretch he always fotind ; 
A porter's garb 'dedar'd his prefent yoke. 
But his whole mien a birth far different fpdke. 
In his fwoln breaft fighs, fpite of iliame, would nhf 
And tears, kept back, fiow'd fafter from his eyes. 
Which with the knotted rope he wipVl away. 
Sad exifign of his fortune's deep decay ! 

The youth, who pitying faw the frequent grief, 
Thottght Pity blameful carrying no relief ; 
So, generoufly curiotts, fought to know. 
In hopes to eafe the caufe of ib nrach woe i 
And call'd tiim from his melancholy ftandt 
He came, and €lent waited his command ; 
Thinking fome ernnd would a mite aflRMKJi 
]uft CO fupport a being-ke abhori'dp 

Whick 
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Which yet he durft not of himfelf <lcftroy, 

Since Heaven might change the gr^^f it fcut to joy. 

But other bufincfs fill'd Cornaro's bread. 
And his kind fuit in tcndercft terms he pi'cfl« 
WiA*d that his caufe of grief he would impart 
To one who lov'd to footh an aching heart. 
And always thought, however low his fphere, 
A man who felt affli6^ion worth his care 3 
Yet here believ'd the (broke of fickle Fate 
Was fall'n on one had known a happier (late. 
** Then fpeak, he faid, nor let falfe (hame conceal 
Whatc'er with truth a fufFerer may reveal { 
And, if my happier lot may cafe thy woes. 
Whatever a ftranger*s car may learn, difclofc." 

The lidening wretch each word with wonder heard, 
Pcrcciv'd them Virtue's di6i:ates, and was checr'd. 
Ventured to throw his (laviih badge aGde, 
And thus with manly confidence replied: 

** I was not always what I now appear 1 
But truths, thy noblenefs has challenged, hear: 
Firft, I 'm a Mufiulman, yet here confined 
Muil wi(h thee, as thy milder do6hrines, kind. 
Oh ! love thy faith, yet hate not me for mine. 
Which had, hadft thou been born a Turk, been thine 9 
Next know, ere fall'n to this moil abjeft flate, 
Smyrna once faw me happy, though not great ; 
By merchandize with furoptuous affluence bleft. 
And fweet content, which great ones feldom tafle. 
But oh f to have been blefl, brings no relief, 
But adds a flronger bitternefs to grief; 

Forgive 



nt MISCELLANY POEMS. 

Forgive my tears, that utter^ as they flow, 
A foD's, a father's, and a husband's woe : 
To fwell each figh thefe various forrows join. 
For all thofe dear relations once were mine. 
Nor was it hope of adding to my ftore 
By lawlefs plunder fent me from my fhore, 
To gain in bleeding fields a cruel name. 
Or Willi on flaughter'd heaps to build my fame. 
'Twas duty bid me watch the favouring gale. 
And filial love that hoiiled eyery fail. 
'Twas to a father's fond embrace I went, 
Ere yet his lamp of life was wholly fpent ; 
While flill a kneeling fon might pleafe his eye. 
And fwell his aged heart with tender joy. 
For Cyprus then I fail'd — what fince befell 
Let th^fe hard chains and this vile habit tell ; 
Which with for-ever growing grief I bear. 
And now the fourth fad winter fees me wear j 
And years may roll on years, unftopp'd my grief. 
Till welcome Death (hall bring his laft relief. 
In whofe cold arms, by fome dire chance betray'd. 
My friends may long ere this believe me laid. 
My fond old fir^ perhaps, my fate unknown, 
Wailing my ravifh'd life, confum'd his own ; 
And oh ! what pangs my orphan children feel I 
Haft thou a tender parent, thou canft tell.'* 

He ftopp'd — tears drown'd his accents, and the reft 
A filence far beyond all words exprefs'd. 

Nor fpoke Cornaro more — he too was mute, * 
Nor language found his fellow grief to fuit ; 

6i 
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But ftruggling with a tear-attended figh, 
Juft muttcr*d out — " Friend, take this fmall fupply, 
'Twill give thee fome relief — were Freedom mine 
And Happinefs to give, they both were thine." ' 

He took the gold, and bow*d, and (low renirn'd. 
And, as was wont, in hopelefs fadnefs mourn *d. 

Cornaro fee, in other guife appear ! 
Sudden he flopp'd the commendable tear, 
•« And be, he faid, my foul, thy joy exprefsM, 
'Tis in thy power to make the wretched blefs'd. 
Now I am blefs'd indeed, fmce on my wealth 
Depends another's being, freedom, health. 
*Ti8 I can bid the fun of mercy Ihine ; 
This man's peace, life, and lil)crty, are mine. 
Whatever joys he has or may receive, 
His country, childreni wives, are mine to give; 
Now India's Lord, amidft his hoarded llrore, 
And eudlef« mines, compared with me is poor. 
Quick then, Cornaro, to his ranfom flee, 
And let this morning's fun behold him free.*' 

Strait tb the lordly governor's he went, 
His name, his rank, hib caufc of coming fcnt; 
Nor need he long to wait, his errand told, 
Bringing, that ne*er-refub'd credential, Gold. 
The price required for liberty he gave. 
And quick retum'd to find the now but fancied (lave. 
And faid, — ** Be fiee :" his tranfpons who can tell ? 
Proftratc,beforc him in wild joy he fell, 
Which only his wlio caus'd it could excel. 

Vol. VI. N Gladnds 
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Gladncfs and wonder inliis bofom wrought, "^ 

Witlv labouring gratitude Ijis-foul was fraught, > 

Nor bad he power to utter lialf he thought. J 

** Yfet, oh ! my great deh'vercr, he cried. 

Can fu£h amazing worth in man rcfide? 

Or can it.be that Chriflian do£trines teach 

Virtues beyond our facrcd>Prophet's reach ? 

But oh ! whatever the wondrous caufe, receire 

-As much of gratitude as- words. can give; 

>Jor let tliofe hurOing tears its force deftroy, 

Slaves late of Grief, fofi offspring 4iow of Joy. 

And how my deeds flialLwith my words agree. 

Let me once reach my country, thou fhalt fee. 

And find thy mighty bounty is not lofl : 

1 fcorn to afk thee what my freedom coft. 

That to my. gratitude has no regard, 

Up to thy worth I Ml meafure the reward. 

Yet can that-be?*' — " Stop there, Cornaro faid. 

If thou ait happy, 'I am more than paid. 

But that thy happincfs meet no delay, 
There *s gold wher-withto fpeed thee on thy waly. 
'If grateful thou would'ft be, at thy return. 
Amid the crowds that there in bondage mourn. 
Search out fome Chriftian from the wretched band. 
Who heft (hall merit freedom at thy handj 
Then, think *tis in thy power to pay my debt. 
By (hewing him the mercy thou haft met." 

.He faid, and to his lodging back returned, 
(Honour's bright lamp within him gently burn'dj 
Felt and enjoy'd the riot of his breaft, 
While Confcience furnilliM out the noble fcaft. 

As 
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As free as air from prifon juft broke out. 
The Turk with rapid fpced the harbour fought ; 
There found a (hip all trim with spreading fails, 
And juft prepar'd to catch the aiming gales, 
Smyrna her port ; with profpcrous winds Ihe flics. 
And gives him to his home and former joys. 

Livomo now, as his Ferrara, known. 
Her trade, her arts, her pleafures all his own, 
Where next for knowledge was Cornaro flown ? 
For a foul's banquet far he need not fly, 
Venice, old Ocean's faireft child, fo nigh ; 
O'er the proud Adriatick where flie flood. 
Which fwells unenvious of the Tufcan flood. 
Though Naples, Florence, on his banks he names. 
And to him Tiber pours from Rome his ftreams. 
When o*cr the continent fell Slavery flew, 
Hither the goddefs Liberty withdrew j 
Here plac'd her cap, her ftafF, her armour here. 
And, as her own fierce Sparta, held it dear. 
Each art and fcience this their dwelling own. 
As guardians to their goddefs Freedom's thione; 
And as her hand -maid bufy Commerce toils. 
Her iifter-goddefs Plenty cheerful fmiles. 

Here glad Cornaro fix'd ; and hop'd to find 
Whate'er might plcafe a knowledge- loving mind. 
Or where the columns rofc with beauteous wreath. 
Or fculpture*feemM to fpeak, or paint to breathe; 
And though each day increased his curious (lore. 
Thought his capacious foul had room for more ; 
And little deem*d the moment was fo nigh. 
When all thefe pleafures of his bread ihould die, 

N z The 
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The beams of fcicnce from his Ibul retire 

And fade, extinguifh'd by a nobler fire ; 

Ar kindlpd wood, however its flames may rjfc. 

When the bri^t fun appears, in embers dies. 

Min«:rva fuilden fiom his foul was fled, 

And Venus reignM fucceflivc in her Acad. 

A thoufand fair-ones, of her frolic train. 

Long at the youth had aim*d their Ihafts in vain j 

LavnchM from the wanttm eye they fought his hearty 

But Virtue's temper ftill repuls'd the dart j 

Nor all their force nor poifon need he fear. 

Virtue muft tip 0\c point that enter'd there ; 

As diamonds fcorn the power of kecneft ftecl, 

And touched alone by fellow- gems can feel. 

One glance at lad an eafy paiTage found, 

And undircfted made the deeper wound ; 

From Modefty's bright quiver it was fent. 

Nor knew its beauteous owner where it went. 

From chafte Delphina's powerful eye it came, ^ 

Malta to Venice lent the graceful dame ; 

Maha, bleft ifle ! whofc daughters all are fair, 

Whofe fons to manly fortitude are dear. 

So proj^rly do Love and Glory meet, 

And Valour ftill with Beauty holds his feat. 

Soon as his bread receiv*d the potent ray, 

Whate'cr polTcfs'd it, indantly gave way ; 

As in the wood, before the lightning's beam, 

Periih the leaves, and the whole tree is flame. 

To Venice by a noble father fent. 
Some plcafing months the fair-one there had fpent. 

Beneath 
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Beneath a tender uncle's careful eye ; 
Where but to him (hould then Cornara fly > 
T» him he did each circumflance unfold. 
His country, riches, parentage he told j 
At lail confefs'd his honourable flame, 
Bcgg'd his permifljon to addrcfs the dame ; 
And his con^snt obtained ; nor long he fued. 
Ere the coy maid was in her turn fubdu'd, 
Nor chaftity itfclf a blufh put on. 
To be by fuch a lover quickly won. 

Smoothly thus far to happincfs he went. 
Nought now was wanting but the fire's confent; 
Which one, endowed as he, was fure to gaiD, 
And needed only fee him to obtain. 

Th' obferving uncle mark'd the wondrous youtli^ 
Fathom'd his love, his virtue, and his truth ; 
Said — to her father, pleas'd he, they would fpeed. 
He faid, and flrait th' enamour'd youth agreed. 

Lo ! with its precious freight the veffel flor'd, 
Cornaro and his happinefs on board $ 
Blefs'd with chaile beauty he fuch trifles fcorn'd. 
As Jafon flole, or Menelaus mourn'd. 
Can gold the heart like piercing Beauty move ? 
Or what is luft compar'd with facred Love ? 

And now for Malta with full fails they (land — • 
Saw, knew, and all but trod, the wifh'd-for land i 
When, oh ! fad proof of Fortune's altering brow, 
Falfe a& tlie ikies above, and feas below I 
A Turkilh galley mark'd them from afar, 
Purfucd the veilcl unprepar'd for w»r, 

N 3 Rcfiflancc 
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Rcfiftancc vain with numbers overbore, * 

And led them wretched (laves to Smyrna's (hore. ^ 

Can words, what thought can fcarce conceive, exprefs) *■ 
The uncle's, virgin's, lover's deep diftrefs ' ^ 

Compar'd with which the mangling knife would plcafc, 
And the fierce rack's fevered pain be eafe. 
Death in his ghaftlieft form bad met their prayers. 
But that was liberty, and io not theirs. 

And now to public fale expos 'd they ftood. 
Amid the chaffering Turks infulting crowd, 
Immortal fouls, the property decreed 
Of the bcft bidder, like the grafs-fed fteed! 
£v'n this the lovers bore, each other near. 
And, yet unparted, knew not full defpair. 
But fee ! at length accomplifh'd woe arrive. 
To deal the laft, worft wound fhc had to give ; 
Her fable ftore (he cuU'd, the dart to find, 
Nor left one half fo venom*d fliaft behind. 

Amongft the dealers at this cruel fair, 
Traffick accurs'd, that makes mankind its ware ! 
A youthful Turk pafs'd f)oor Cornaro by, 
Health flufli'd his cheek, and luft inflam*d his eye; 
And to the female flaves his way he bent ; 
'Twas there his gold muft have its wanton vent. 
How fliould Delphina 'fcape his prying fight ? 
Too fatally, in fpite of anguilh, bright ! 
Her bread took beauty from the heaving figh, 
Nor could the tear, that drown'd, eclipfc her eye. 
But falling on her damaik check it flood, 
Like the pearl dew-drop on the morning bud. 

He 
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ickly faw the too-diftingui(h'd fair, 
htough't his Prophet's paradifc was there. . 
rice at once unqueilioning he paid, 
ital veil around her beauties fpread, 
ed exulting off the fwooning maid, 

theO'Cornaro felt def pair complete^ 
:ncw the worft extreme of torturing Fate. 

to plague him more had- Arov&in vam, 
;nawing vultures not increased his pain, . 
lerce forhuman nature to fudain. 
nk beneath his forrow's wondrous load, 
enfelefs from exccfs of pain he flood. 
i;DOW one graver Turk amongft the reft, 
Dore diftingui(h*d by his richer veft, 
:r curipfity expreft. 
Have examined, as he went along', . 
n each circumftance attentive hung t 
/d their country, parentage, and name,. 
lOW each mournful wretch a Have became* 
i him to Cornaro then apply; 
n Kis face he fixki his ftedfaft eye, 
aik'd his heart if what he faw was true, 
:iat it was from fure reflcftion knew, 
rves all trembling with the glad furprife, 
aven he (IretchM his hands, and raisM his eyes^ 
len— " I thank thee, Mahomet, he faid, 
^ thy divine dire6lion led." 
nds ft ruck' Cornaro's car he ought to know, . 
rak'd him from his difmal trance of woe; 
/ the. Turk prepard for his embrace, 
d the glad tranfpoi: fparkling in his face, 

H4. .Saw 
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Saw *twas the very (lave he once fet free. 

And cry'd aloud—" Great God of Hods, 'tis he !" 

Then folded in each others arms they ftood. 
And voice was loft in Joy's o*er- bearing flood. 

The Turk at length recovering, rear'd his head— 
" And now he cry*d, my mighty debt be paid i 
Which, wert not thou the flave I here furvey, 
Peruvian mines were much too poor to pay." 

To the man-merchant then he flretch'd his haod» 
" And take, he faid, whatever thy wants demand j 
Quick fet my friend, and his companions, free. 
Name you the price, unbartering I agree.*' 

The ranfom'd home he led in bounteous ftate. 
His fwelling foul with godlike joy elate, 
Joy fuch as fill'd the great Creator's breai^ 
When Adam in his paradife he plac'd. 

And now he calls bis houfehold all in view. 
To give his freemen guefts their welcome due. 
His lofty hall with richeft fophas grac'd, 
His wives, his children, all in order plac'd, 
(Such was his will, though hidden his intent,) 
Sate in mute wonder waiting the event. 
Amidfl them all he then Cornaro led, 
And wip'd away a tear of joy, and faid, 
*' Ye of my licens'd bed the panners fair. 
Who my divided love yet equal ihare ; 
With whom fo many plcaiing moons I' ve fpentj 
Nor known one (haded yet by difcontent : 
And ye, lov'd ifTue of our honeft joys, 
If aught my precepts did, ye generous boys z 
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IVIy children, and my wives, to whom I nc*cr, 
But by ray difmal exile, caus*d a tear.; 
If, fince from that fad bondage I arriv'd, 
Your griefs all perifliM, and your joys rcriv'd ; 
If, in my abfence, ye not falfely moum*d, 
If your vaft joy was true when 1 return *d ; 
If Alha knew ye without guile rejoice. 
And his great Prophet heard your real voice, 
>Jow more adore them, proftrate praife their power. 
Admire their bounties ftill increafing fliower; 
But now from chains I frec'd this captive's hands. 
And here— Cornaro, my deliverer, ftands.** 

All proftrate at that facred name they fell, 
How touch'd, great Gratitude alone can tell ; 
Great Gratitude, that diftated their joy, 
Smil*d on each check, and fpoke from every eye. 

The Turk with rapture faw the pleafing fcenc. 
The home-felt joy ran warm through every vein. 
Their gratitude his inmoft foul approv'd. 
That loudly toM how much himfelf was lov*d. 
** Come then, he faid, the fumptuous feaft prepare, 
My wives, to deck the banquet be your care. 
As if great Ottoman himfelf were here. 
For know, th* imperial crefcent's facred flame 
C^n ne*cr more homage than Cornaro claim. 
And ye, my fons, whatever my wardrobe boaf>, 
\Vhat crimfon, gold, or gems, can have of coft. 
Bring forth ; but oh ! however rich the drcfs, 
How faintly will it his foul's worth exprefs ! 
Come then,, roy friend : but why that downcaft eye, 
That .cheek yet pale, and that ftill hea?iDg figb I 

FrecdQva 
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Freedom thou haft, and what elfc wealth can give. 
Is my bleft tafk-r-yours only to receive." 

Cornaro bluih'd, and figh d, and would have fpoke^. 
But, as he ftrove, grief ftill his accents broke. 
The uncle faw, yet filent, his diflrefs, 
And what he could not, ventur'd to exprefs ; 
Told the whole tale of love — the fair pourtray'd, . 
PenciVd the fembiance of the charming maid. 
Ere that perhaps fome Turk's abandon*d prey,. 
Torn from Cornaro's aims for e*er away; 
Cornaro doom'd no farther joy to prove. 
But Life's and Freedom's flavc bereft of Love.. 
The Turk with anguilh heard the fatal tale. 
Fearing his utmoft bounty here mufl fail ; 
Fearing he never could the maid reftore, 
Already (lave to fome lewd tyrant's power ; 
Immerb'd already in fome cruel grove, 
Where brutal Luft ufurps the name of Love ; 
Some clofc feraglio's gloom, from whofe fad bouin 
!No maid did e*er inviohte return. 
But as this thought pcrplex'd his working brain^. 
And every hope that rofe he Aill found vain ; 
His fon all fudden fmil'd, and rear'd his head 
(the cldeft blelTing of his fruitful bed), 
Then bow'd again, and fmore his breaft, and faidt 

" Thee firft, Creator Alha, I adore, 
Untrac'^, myfterious, wonder-working power ! 
How could thy lowed fcrvant's untry'd noon 
Of ufclcfs life deferve fo vaft a boon ? 

Be huih^, all grief, and open'd every ear^ 
My words with rapture let Cornaro hcari 
... Let 
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Let too my fire his genuine offspring own, 
While I nor vainly hoaft I am his fon. 
My heart how moulded, let my a6lions prove. 
And rife viftorious Gratitude o'er Love, 
If my exulting foul aright divine. 
To make Cornaro blef^M is only mine. 
For know thcfe walls contain the pi£lur'd fair, 
Chafte yet as fnow, and pure as fpring-tide air," 
Then, go ve Haves, he faid, and quick return 
With the fair Chriftian whom I bought this morn,. 
Returu'd — Delphina blcfs'd their eager eyes, 
And on each breaft (lied wild ecftatic joys. 
Bright as the fun, with ftronger light array'd. 
When refcued from the moon's eclipling (hade. 
Then thus again the Turk, with gracious air, 
(As to her lord he led the blufliing fair) : 
** My friend, in thrs blcft moment be it mioe. 
Taught by thyfelf, to fhow a foul like thine; 
Forgive a vaunt, 'tis Virtue fends it forth, 
A foul that ftrives with ev'n Cornaro's worth. 
In thv gay paradife, great Prophet, hear, 
Py Mecca's ever f acred (brine I fwear ; 
Were all the treafures now before my fight. 
That fill'd Damaicus' glittering plains with light. 
When in fierce triumph furious Caled rode. 
And drench'd the byrian foil with Grecian blood. 
Would fome great Sultan fay, * That maid refign^ 
And the whole wealth of all the Eaft is thine 1' 
From him unhefitating would I turn. 
And look upon his trilling bribe with fcorn. 

Beauty 
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Beauty like this, which wondering wc furvcy, 

Tis Virtue only in exchange can pay. 

'Tis thee, great goddcfs Virtue, I purfue, 

To thy bright felf I raife th' afpiring view; 

Thus kneeling thy almighty power I own. 

And facrifice my paffions at thy throne ; 

To thy Cornaro, lo ! this hand rcftorcs 

What moft, thyfelf except, his foul adores." ^ 

So faying, with a fmile their hands he join*d. 
And his rich prize without a figh reiign'd. 

Virtue was pleas'd, and own*d in Heaven above. 
How deeds like thcfe cv'n gods with pleafurc more; 
Gentle Compaflion Ihcd a tear of joy, 
And Gratitude loud fliouted through the fky. 

What joy the lovers ravifh'd fouls poflcfs'd. 
How all around their vad delight exprefs'd, 
What confcious pleafurc touch'd the father's bread: 
Left in th' attempt the faltering Mufe prove weak. 
Let Children, Parents, Lovers, Virtue, fpcak ! 
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A JOURNEY TO HOUGHTON, 

THE SEAT OF THE EARL OF ORFORD* 

BY MR. W H A L E Y. 

Q WEET nymphs, that dwell on Pindus* verdant (idci 
^ And o'er the woods, without a blulh, prefidc, 
Celeftial Mufes, deign your hard a lay. 
As on the winding banks of Yare * I ftray. 
Yet if the nymphs froi»- Pindus fcorn to bow. 
Nor deign to liften to a voice fo low ; 

* The river that flows by Yarmouth. P. 

Their 
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Their pride I will repay, and in dcfpitc. 
While fuch my theme, of all the Mufes write. 

Recall we then, for dill 'twill pleafe, to mind 
The morn we left dull Norwich fmoke behind^ 
When, as the lofty fpire juft funk from view, 
To a fair verdant water*d vale we drew ; 
Where 'midd fair Liberty's all-joyous plains 
Popery ilill feems to hug her galling chains. 
The dragon in Hefperian gardens old 
Thus {lumbering lay, and tailed not the gold ; 
Thus, 'midft th* eternal fpring Judca keeps, 
The lazy poifon of Afphaltus fleeps. 

Bend then, my Mufe, thy flight to Wedon's plaint 
(No verfe can flow where papal Slavery reigns), 
Wefton ! whofe groves not envy Pindus* fljade. 
Nor, bled with Ridley*, want Apollo*s aid f. 
Here Virtue reigus, and o*er the fruitful land 
Religion walks, with Freedom hand in hand ; 
His little flock the ^pious pried informs. 
And evei:y bread with heaven-born doftrine warms | 
Soft flows his dream of eloquence along, 
And truths divine come mended from his tongue. 
Here the known bounty of the place we bled. 
And CQ our number join'd the chearful pried. 

♦ Mr. Whalcy's acquaintance "with this ingenious Divine 
crif^nated from his being one fummer in a date of rudicatioa 
from college (for fome youthful frolicks) at Poplar, as Dr., 
Ridley has told me. P. 

f Of Dr. Ridley's poetry fome fp^imens ihall be given. K«. 

I Through 
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Through ancient Elmham * next our way wc take, 
An I gravely nodding wife reflexions make; 
How ftrongeft things deftru£live Time o'erturns, 
And the waftc town its ravi(h*d mitre mourns ; 
" Mitre! repeats the prieft with fimpcring leer, 
*Twill fit at Norwich full as well as here.** 

But now, my Mufe, in blufhes hide thy face. 
Nor deign the next vile town in verfc a place ; 
Unlefs thou canft indite in Blackmore*s ftrain, 
And fay, we calld full hungry at the ^wan, 
•* But found not hay for horfe, nor meat for man •] 
Dire hunger ! that with meagre vifage ftalks, 
And never fails to crofs the poet*s walks : 
But three ihort miles foon brought us l>ounteous aid. 
And Mi Wham's fulntfs Brifley's want overpaid. 
See I the gay Unicorn the wood adorn. 
Fair fign of plenty, with his ivory horn ! 
Here Ceres fpread her fruits with lavifli hand, 
And Bacchus laughing waited our command. 

Hence pleas'd and fatisfy'd we take our road. 
And fometimes laugh and talk, but oftncr nod. 
Yet this foft indolence not long we kept, 
But wak'd to fee where others faftcr (lept i 
J Where Coke's remains beneath the marble rot. 

His cafes and diflinftions all forgot; 

His 
* [North] Elmham, now a fmall village, formerly tiic 
blfliop*s fee, which is now at Norwich. W. 

f Sec Gay's ** Journey to Exeter," Englifh Poets, voL' 
XLL p. 163. N. 

J Tittlclhall, a village, in the church of whioh is the 

Iniiial'place of the noble family of Coke, and a very fine 

z marble 
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'His body honour'd and to Fame confign'd, 
For virtues flowing from ih* immortal mind. 
What would avail this fumptuou^ niafs of ilone. 
Were he not from hit; works for ever known? 
•Let the furvivors of fuch great men's duft^ 
Ne'er think to add 10 Virtue by a bull j 
If falfe, pofleriry will find the lye^ 
If true, without it, it will never die, 
But through fucceeding ages (hine the fame. 
Or from fome Leiceftcr catch a brighter flame. 

But-farewell death, and tombs, and mouldering urns, 
"Our eye with'j'>y on neighboring Raynhara • turns; 
Where -pleafures undecaying feem to dwell. 
Such as the happy in EJyfium feel, 
Where heroes, flatefmen, and the virtuous crowd 
Receive the great reward of being good. 
Such plcafurcs ev'n on earth had heaven ordain'd. 
For him who once our tottering flate fuAain'd j 
Who join'd the glorious freedom^loving crew, 
Fix'd to great Caefar what was Cxfar's due, 
•And then, di£^ator-Iike, to fields withdrew. 
Fair ran the current of his age, fcrene 
•As the pure lake that bounds the various fcene* 
Here whatever Nature beauteous hoafls we find, 
Charming when feparate, but more charming join'd, 
Plcafures, though changed, we meet where'er we rove^ 
Oo hill, in dale, on plain, in Ihady grove; 

marble monument of the right hon. Sir Edward Coke, lord 
cliief jullice of the King's Bench in the reign of King 
James I. and anceflor to the lalt earl of Leiceftcr.. W. 
* Raynharo> the feat of lord vifcount Townlhend. W. 
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Here fwell the hillocks cnnvn'd with golden grain, 
There, at their feet, fair flows the liquid plain, 
O'er thofe the larks extend their labour*d note. 
On this the fwans in fnowy grandeur float. 

To Houghton then we take our pleating way, 
Thrice happy boundary of a wcU-fpenc day ; 
Here chearful Plenty met the weaned pueft. 
And fplendid Welcome doubly crown'd our reft. 

Thou then, Apollo, aid the poet's lay. 
Thy beams gave luftre to the following day ? 
When in one houfe more beauties join'd we found, 
ThaQ e*er thou feeft in all thy glorious round $ 
Where Walpole plac'd, with curious happy coft. 
Whatever magnificence or taftc can boaft, 
Where, in what building nobleft has, we find 
Preferv'd, what painting livelieft e'er deiign'd. 
See ! Sculpture too her l)eauties here difclofe. 
Such as old Phidias taught and Rylbrack knows ; 
Laocoon * here in pain Hill fcems to breathe. 
While round his limbs the poifonous ferpents wreathe, 
Life ftruggling feems through every limb to pafs, 
And dying torments animate the brafs. 

The pencil's power the proud faloon difplays, 
And ftruck with wonder on the paint we gaze. 

See ! the proud Rabbins f, at the fumptuous boaWI, 
Frown on the wretch who kneels l>cfore her Lord, 

* The ftatue of Laocoon in bronze by Girardon. W. 

f The pi<S^ure of Mary Magdalen wafhing Chrift's fret, 
by Sir Peter Paul Rubens, b©rn at Antwerp 1577, and dic4 
1640. W. 

And 
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nd the rich ungn^tft, in devotion meetj 

»urs, mix'd with tears, ob \\cr Redeemer's feet. 

. vaiir with hjrpocritic rage they glow, 

^hile mercy fmooths the lieavenly ibranger's brow i 

e the tmc pemlent with eafe defcries, 

es the heart fpeakiag; in the melting eyes* 

dsi erory tear with foil effe£k to ftream, 

nd from his vengeance all her fins redeem. 

Oft tUt next cloth • behold Van Dyck dJfpUy 

iledial innocence, immortal day: 

is pencil here no mere with nature vies, 

bove her plaftic power his genius flies ; 

)ars on Promethean wing aloft, and there 

eals forms which heaven-born cherubs only wear ; 

}urs airs divine into the human frame, 

arts through his thildren's eyes feraphic flame, 

^hile e'er the faored forms fiicli beauties reign, 

s not belie the faint-hood they contain f. 

Behold ! where Stephen t fainting yields his breathy 

f j;;reflt Le Sueur again condemn'd to death ; 

^ith ftrangc furprifc we view the horrid deed, 

nd then, to pity melted, turn the head, 

• The Holy 'Family, with a dance of Angels, by Sir Aft- 

dny Van I>yck, a fchoUr of -Rubens, boraat Antwerp 1599, 

lldi<9iAt64t. W. 

f Thefc are melaiKholy mementos, when we rcflcft that 

t Ihtie neUe Fcmains, to us now dead and buried in Ruflia, 

e as much loft to the Bn^lifli in general as if they had been 

rvcd by Phidias, and ptfcted'by Apclles, D. 

% The ftoning of St. Stephen, by Euftache Lc Sueui^ born 

Paris 1677, and died 1655. W. 

ToL. VI. O Left. 
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Led, as fpe6^ators of the martyr's fall. 

We innocently ihare the crime of SauL 

Here too Albani's * pencil charms the eye ; 

Morellio here unfolds the atare fky. 

Sweet modeft charms the Virgin's f cheek adorn. 

To Heaven on wmgs of fmiliog feraphs borne. 

The next gay room i^ known by Carlo's J name^ 
Tair maufoleum of Maratti's fame I 
Such {Irokes, fuch equal charms, each pi6hire boa^. 
We venture not to fay which pleafes mod. 
Thus on the galaxy with joy we gaze. 
Nor know which ftar emits the brighteft rays. 
Yet if beyonrd himfelf he ever 6ew, 
Jf e'er beyond a mortal's touch he drew, 
Amidft the glow that from that purple breaks. 
Look on yon Pope J, nor wonder if he fpeaks. 
With lengrh of days and fame Maratii bleft. 
Ne'er wept departed genius from his bread; 
Bur, when jufl dio>ping, (idking to the ground, • 
Spread fpoxti'V^ Loves 4 And laughing Cherubs roundf 

* John baptiiing ChrlA^ by Francis Albanl, who ditd 
1660. W. 

•f An aflumption of the Virgin Mary, by Morellio. W. 

% The greea-velvet drawing-room is called the Carlf 
>laratti room, from being filled with piAures by that maftflC 
and his fcholars. W. 

Carlo Marattl was born at Rome, 1625 ; was a Scholar o£ 
Andrea Sacchi; and died 171 3. W. 

B A portrait of Clement IX. W. 

§ He painted the Judgment of Parisy in this room, wheo 
Jw^wasSj. W. 
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Ev*n Death, approaching, fmird, and made a (land^ 
And gently dole the pencil from his Hand. 
Thus falls the fun, and, as he fades away. 
Gilds an th* horizon wkh a parting ray. 

Next on the gorgeous cabinet we gaze. 
Which the full elegance of paint difplays^ 
In flrong expreflions c^each mailer's rnind^ 
The various heauties of this art we finds 
Here raft invention, there the juft defign, 
Here the bold ftroke, and there the pcrfe6l Hne^ 
With eafe unequaird here the drawing flows, 
And there inimitable colour glows. 
With funitucr here the cloth BaflTano ♦ warms. 
There locks the world in winter's hoary arms, 
On the warm view we look with pleas'd amaze. 
Then turn to froft, and Ihudder as we gaze. 
Mirth unreflrain'd in ruflics humble cells 
On chearful Teniers* laughing canvas dwells. 
Nor ever arc his warm exprefhons faint. 
But laughing we enjoy the comic paint ; 
Till fccnes more horrid break upon our eye, 
£ffe6ts of Borgognone's too cruel joy. 
Strong was his fancy, and his ^nius good, 
But, bred in camps, he mixM his tints in blood; 
Alcernate bore the pencil and the fword. 
And the fame hands that fought, the fight record. 

♦ The Baflans, fatlicr and fons, were very eminent lan^* • 
fcape painters about the middle and towards the end of the 
fifteenth ccctury, W. 

O » But 
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But lo I and let the pious tear be (bed. 
On the fad cloth * the world's great Mafter dead. 
The mother fee ! in grief amazing drown 'd. 
And for row more than mortal fpread around. 
What ftriking attitudes ! what ftrong relief ! 
We fee, we wonder at, we feel the grief. 
Who could fuch power of fpeaking paint <unploy ? 
Own, Parma, own thy darling fon with joy $ 
Still to his memory frelh trophies rear, 
Whofe life infatiate war f itfelf could fpare. 
No arms he needed 'midft the fatal flrife. 
But to his potent pencil ow'd his life, 
The wondering foldier dropped the lifted fword^ 
Nor flain'd thofe hands he only not ador'd. 

Now t% AS ^neas in the Stygian glades 
Wondering beheld departed heroes ihades, 
Amidd the forms of wonhies dead we range. 
By eternifing paint preferv'd from change. 
Here law and learning dwell in VVandesford's face^ 
While valiant Whartons (hine with martial grace; 

♦ Chrift laid in the fepulchre, by Parmeglano. W. 

f Francis Mazzuoli, commonly called Parmeglano, was 
horn 1504, and died 1540. There is a flory of this maSer 
at the taking of Parma, like that of Archimedes, and alfo KkC 
that of Protogenes, at the taking of Rhodes, while he wa« 
painting his famous lalyfas. W. 

J In the yellow drawing-room are portraits, by Van Dyck> 
•of lord chief baron Wandesford, lord and lady Wharton, 
their daughters, archbifhop Laud, king Charles the firft and 
his queen. The portrait of the earl of Danby now hangs itt 
the great parlour. W. 

And 
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And the foft females of the race declare 
That thefe no braver were than thofe were fair | 
In garcer*d glory dreft here Danby {lands, 
And Laud with air imperious flill commands. 

The next great form * with melancholy eye> 
And inaufpicious valour, feems to figh. 
Peace to his foul ! howe'er 'gain ft right he fought^ 
Be in his dreadful doom his fin forgot ; 
Too much miflcd to leave his honour clear, 
Too wretched not to claim a generous tear ! 
A wretch to Virtue 's ftill a facred thing ! 
How much more facred then, a n»urder'd king \ 
But be our wrath, as it defer ves, applied . 
To his two guides, fVill clofeft to his fide, 
Laud and the Qjieen, whofe fatal condu^ (hew. 
What bigot zeal and headftrong pride could do. 

BiH fee where Kneller f now our eye command* 
To p»6lur'd kings, familiar to hit hands, 
Kings to fupporc a freeborn people made^ 
Kings who but rul'd to blefs the lands th«y fway'di • 
Sovereigns, whofe inopprefUve power has &ownt 
Freedom and monarchy, Well-join*d, are one. 

See mighty William's t fierce determined eyc^ 
Freedom to fave, or in her caufe to die j 
As wh«n on Boyne'8 important banks he (lood» 
And at his deeds furpris'd the fweUing floods 

♦ Charles the firft. W. 

t Sir Godfrey Kneller. W. 

X King Willian the thud 0a herfeback. W. 

O3 All 
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All torn and mangled, falfe Religion fled, 

And crufhM Oppreflion fnarKd beneath his tread* 

Next in the fteady lines of Brunfwick's ♦ face, 
Majeftic manly honefty we trace ; 
Pleas'd, as on Sarum's plain, with glad accord. 
When willing thoufands hail'd their new-come lofd^ 
And (far beyond a tyrant's baneful glee) 
The king rcjoic'd to find his people free. 
Good prince, whofe age forfook thy natrve laody 
To blefs our Albion with thy mild command, 
Long may this facred form of thee remain, 
Here pTac'd by him whofe counfels blefs'd thyrcign! 
And ever may his fons with joy relate. 
That he as faithful was as thou wert great f 

But now, my Mufe, to fobcrer pomp defcend. 
And to the cool arcade my fteps attend. 
Here, when the fuirnner-fun fprcads round his ray^ 
Beneath the bending arch young Zephyrs play. 
And, when it farther from our orb retires, 
Old Vulcan fmiling lights his chearful frres. 
Hither the jolly hunter's crew refort, 
Talk o'er the day, and re-enjoy their fport. 
Here too, with brow unbent, and chearful air» 
The mighty ftatefman oft forgot his care ; 
Knew friendfhip's joys, and ftill attentive hung^ 
On Pclham, Edgccumbe, Dcvbnfliirc, or Yongej 
In fenates form'd or private life to pleafe. 
There ihar'd his toil, and here partook his eafe. 

^ George the firft on horfeback. W. 

Heff 
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Here be thy (lay, my Mufe, though pleas'd, not long,. 
Thy iiftcr Painting claims again my fong, 
Where throa'd in ftatc the goddefs wc dfcfcry, 
As the gay gallery opens on our eye. 
Here in her utmofl pomp well-pleas'd (he reigns, - 
Nor weeps her abfent Rome or Lombard plains ; 
Mere the great matter's genius flill furvives, 
Breathes in the paint, and on the canvas lives. 
Whatever in Nature's forming power is plac'd,. 
Fair to the eye and lufcious to the taftej 
Is by our cheated fcnfe with joy percciv'd,. 
Nor but by touching are we undeceived. 
Pauiing, and' loth to be convinced, we (land. 
Left the fair fruit fhould fuiSFer from our hand, 
Left the prefs^d plum our ruder touch fhould own^. 
Or fwelling peach bewail its injar'd down ; 
Lefs dare we .to the fifli or fowl draw near, 
Though tempting, ftrongly guarded they appear; 
Frighted we fcarce can brook. the horrid looks 
Of dogs^ and fnarling cats,:and fwearing cooks *. 
What ftrokes, what colours, Snyders could command 1 
How great the power of Rubens' daring hand ! 
Immortal Rubens I whofe capacious mind. 
Of the vaft art ta no one part confin*d^ . 
Pierc'd, like the fun's quick beam, all nature through. 
And whatfoe'er the goddefs form'd he drew^ 
See ! Mola f next the Roman deeds difplays. 
That bids our hearts be patriot as we gaze. 

♦ The fourmarkcts, By Rubens and Snyders. W. 

f The ftorics of Curuus and Codes, by Mola, born 160^ 

O 4, Here 
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Here Julio'^s • wondrous buildings ftill appear. 
And fwelling dpmes flill feem to rific in air. 
Great fliade of Pouilin t ' from tbc Muffi recfi^ 
AH the renown a verfe, like hers, can give. 
Genius fpblinoe ! to reach thy icariog praii«y. 
A Mufe like Maro's ihould r«new l>er lays 5. 
Rival of Raphael ! fuch thy wondrous line, 
*Tis next to W$ ; and only not divine. 

Ye maidg, employM in fpotlcfs. Vcfta's. figh?^ 
Lend me a beam of your eternal light ; 
Full on yon* pi6kurc throw the facrcd ray,. 
And high imperial chaftity dtfplay i% 
See ! the great Roman, on his martial tkrooe,. 
Outdo whate'er iQ w«r his arms had done ! * 
See hisi rife far beyond a foklier's fame. 
And Afric*s v.j£hw but a fecond natne ! 
Valiant and great he trod the field of blood. 
But here is virtuous, bountiful, and good ; 
RefiAs the utmoft power^of ^male. charms, 
Feels all their force, yet gives them from hiraroHiy., 
And, lord of all the pailions of his breaft, 
Pefeats ev!n Love^ and mall^s his rival blefl. 
Wondeiful ftrokes, that through the eye impart. 
Such various motions tO: the hym^m heart ! 

^ A piece «f archite^bure^ by J»liou R'omano, Wni> I49>f - 
died 1546. W. 

^, Here are the ftorlcs of Scipio'j continence, and ofMpfc? 
jlriking the rock^ By Nicolo Pouifin^ bonx 1594, and died 
1665. W. 
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Through ii 4 thoufand floating padioos movt^ 
We pity, wonder, weep, rejoice, and love.. 

The moral talc thus exquiiaccly told, 
His colours now diviner truths unfold i 
At Horeb's rock in facred awe w« Hand, 
And pencil'd miracles our faith command. 
The mighty Isw-giver his rod difplays* 
And the tough flint his potent touch obeys ; 
Q^ick into flrcams dilTolves the folid Hone, 
And floats the wafle with waters not iu owo«. 
.See there tlK (hrivel'd cheek, or languid eye, 
Swell into health, or. lighten into joy; 
As eager crowding in the draught they join. 
Reviving thoufands blefs the flroke divine. 
Bur tlu>u, fair damfel, with diftinguiib'd worthy. 
Emblem of filial piety, flaod forth ; 
Forgot her own confumiog inward fire, 
Slie lifts untouched the veilel to her fire ; 
Witli the cool draught his heaving bread relieveit> 
And, as the fooths his pain, her own decei\*es. 

With fcenes too fad Salvator * flrivcs to pleafe^ 
Since what creates our wonder fpoils our eafe 1 
We give the wretched prodigal a tear, 
And wifli his kind* forgiving father near. 

As on Avernus* banks the hero flood, 
Scar'd at the dreary darknefs of the wood, 

* A very capital picVurc of the prodigal fon on his knees 
at prayers amidft the herd of fwinc, by Salvator Rofa^ bom 
1614, and died 1673. W. 

Till 
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Till through the leaves fair Ihot th* aufpicious lights 

And with the branching gold reliev'd his fight | 

So refcued from the horrid fccne we ftand^ 

By the fweet effluence of Guide's hand. 

Soft to the fight his every colour flows. 

As to the fccnt the fragrance of the rofc. 

Pure beams of light around the virgin * pTay,- 

Clad in the brightnefs of celeflial day ; 

Be as they may the broils of fierce divines. 

Pure and unfpotted here at leaft fhe fhraes. 

Thee too, Lorrainf , the well-pleas'd Mufe fhould naixi% 
Nor e'er forget Domenichini's J fame, 
But fudden forrow flops the flowing Ibe,^ 
And not one fmile is found among^ the nine. 
Behold where all the charms H that Heaven could give^ 
Blended in one fvvect form ftill feem to live ; 
Then fink to tears, nor ftop the burfting groan. 
When thou art told that all thofe charms are gone.. 
Relentlefs Death, dill forcing to the grave^ 
The good, the fair, the virtuous, and the brave. 
Here the whole malice of his power put onj 
And aim'd a dart that flew them all in one. 

♦ The famous pi£lure, by Guido, of the dolors of tke 
church difputing on the immaculate conception. Guido 
Reni, born 1575, and died 1642. W. 

"I* Claud. Gillc of Lorrain, born 1600, and died 1682. W» 

J Domenico Zamplcri, commonly called Domenichini, 
born 156T, and died 1641. W, 

[I See the note in p. 203. N. 

% • How 
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How fair, how good, how virtuous was the dame, 
A thoufand hearts in anguifh ftill proclaim, 
How brave her foul, againfl all fear how tried. 
Sad fatal proof fhe gave us when (he died ♦• 

Thou then, my friend, no farther verfe demand. 
Full fwells my brcaft, and trembling fhakes my hand j 
And thefe fad lines conclude my mournful lay. 
Since we too once mud fall to Death a prey, 
May we like Walpole meet the fatal day ! 

♦ The portrait of Catharine Shorter, firft wife to Sir 

Robert Walpole. -^ The chara^er on her beautiful tomb in 

Wcftminfter Abbey defervcs to be perpetuated ; 

"To the memory of Catharine Lady Wiailpolc, eldeft daughter 

of John Shorter, efq; of Rybrook in Kent, and firft 

wife to Sir Robert Walpole, afterwards earl of 

Orford, 

Horace, her youngeft fon, confecrates this monnmdntw 

She had beauty and wit without vice or vanity, 

and cultivated the arts without afie^ation. 

She was .devout, without bigotry to any fe&, 

and was without prejudice to any party, 

Though the wife of a minifter, whofe power (he eftecmed, 

but when (he could employ it to benefit the miferable, 

or to reward the meritorious. 

She loved a private life, 

Though born to ihine in public, and was an 

ornament to courts, 

untainted by them. 

She died Aug. 2,0, 1737.'* 

PRO- 
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prothalamium; 

BY MR. WHALE Y, 

O UN, with light peculiar fliiniDg, 
^ U flier in the fmiling morn, 
Round thy he»cl thy glories twining> 

Bi4 th* aufpicHius day be born j 
Bid tlie Hours wUh nimblell paces 

Free and frolic to advance, 
And bid Venus lend her graces 

Tripping at thy wheels to dance. 

Think how fwift, when once a lover,.. 

Skimming o'er the plains you flew^ 
When the charming cruel rover 

Bade a God in vain purfue. 
Think how deeply you were wounded. 

When you ftretch'd your eager arms. 
And a lifelefs trunk ftirrounded 

For your Daphne's fprighily charm»> 

By the pains with which you languifh'd^ 

By the joy* you then dcJSr'd, 
By the yomh'« impatient anguiflt 

Keen with expectation fir'd f 
Swiftly fpeed the Heavens ovep, 

But that happy minute reft. 
When you fee a luckier lovei • 

By a fairer Daphne bleft. 

3 ODE 
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ODE TO SIR ROBERT WALPOLE, 

ON HIS CEASING TO BE MINISTER. 

FEBRUARY 6, 1741* 

IN IMITATION OF HORACE, BOOK. III. ODE III. 

BY SIR WILLIAM BROWNE *, KNT. M. D, F. R. S.- 

FROM WHALEY'S COLLECTION. 

'T^ H E Minifter that 's brave and juf!, 
-■- True to bis King's and Country's truft, 

Defies the tyrant Fadlion ; 
Howe'er its many heads may ftare, 
Grown dreadful with a Gorgon air 

Of generarl dillra^^ion. 
Nor tireatening Barnard f , who commands 
The rcftlefs city's furious binds. 

And brairdiflies her dagger ; 
Not tbundcriflg Pulteney J, though he awes 
The Senate to defert his caufe j 
His Iha^y ^ul can ft»gger. 
Th' impending'ftorm, that lo\jder grows 
From (hrinking friends and fwelling foes. 

Intrepidly he faces': 
Untouched with guilt, be kttows no fears, 
And only greater yet appears, 
Diveded of his placet. 

* Firft fettled at Lynn in JTorfoIk, and afterwards In 
Qucn-fquare, London, where he died March 10, 1774, ^g*^d 
82. See an Imitan^ion of tin* Ode by Mf. Fenton, vol. IV. p. 
39. and another by Mr. Wallh (not Fetttott), p. 43. D. 

f Sir John Barnarfll, ihtn'}ot^it»p6t* N. 
^ { Earl of Bath. N. Th«t 
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Thus Somcrs, for great fervice done. 
Thus Marlborough, for realms o'er-nln. 

Were by their country treated j 
Who now quafF Neftar's flowing tide. 
With juft Godolphia by their fide, 

Ccleftially featcd. 

Thus our great founder William rofe. 
By oppofitiou of his foes, 

To his immortal glory : 
Thus our brave George advanced to fame. 
And flill ihall have Old Steady's nanus 

In everlafting flory. 

George thus addrefs'd his brother Gods, 
AlTcmbled in their bleft abodes. 

And Britain's fate debating : 
** Long have the Stuarts ceas'd to reign, 
Since James's Priefls and foreign Q^eea 

Drove on his abdicating. 

** Soon as he from the Church withdrew 
His grace, by folcmn promife due. 

And broke all limitation, 
His forfeit crown, by juft decree. 
Was doom'd to Williaun and to me. 

To fave a (inking nation. 

'* The Bigot King (hall now no more 
Hold commerce with Rome's fcarlet WhorCj 

And back her fupcrftition; 
No more ihall Stuart's perjur'd houfe 
Britain's credulity abufe, 

While plotting her perdition, 

•^ But 
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** But foes, fubducd, my pity roeet, 
William'f fam*d Boyne gave one defeat^ 

And my Dunblain another t 
My coward Coufin now I own. 
Since Scotland proves him James's foOf 

Whoever was his mother. 

^ Nay, frauds forgotten, I 'm content 
He (hould be rank'd in right defcent z 

Let but the Brtcifh ocean 
Still roar between his fons and mine. 
And let the royal exiles reign. 

Where they can find promotion. 

^ Since Tyranny has met its fate, 
And Liberty in church and flate 

Now triumphs o'er its ruin ; 
Britain ihall ftand mofl truly greac^ 
And fee her foes bow at her feet. 

For peace mod humbly fuing. 

** Her fleets (hall all around proclaim 
To didant ihores her dreaded name. 

In peals of Britilh thunder t 
Crofs from the Old World to the New, 
Their fails ihall fly, her fame purfue. 

And fill both worlds with wonden 

" Nor fliall ihe feek for golden minesp 
That bafe alloy to grand defigns. 

That ftain to the vi6torious ! 
Should heroes, after a£lions bold, 
Turn mifers, and now thirfl: for gpld^ 

How muft iliey fall ingloric^ i 
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" No bounds AaTI check hn* conqueriog anns^ 
Wheoevor a juft c«ufe tlams 

And wrongs are to be righted : 
Nor fcorching fuas, nor fneting poles^ 
Shall bar illy BritODS* daring fouls. 

When once to war excited. 

'< But theft gfeit things that I relate 
Can only lie her glorious fate. 

On this exprcfs coadition i 
That with faKe 2ea1 no more (he bunts. 
No more to Stuart's race returns. 

And papal im*ioBtioQ. 

** To raife again that hated line. 
Should e'er a fa6lious people join. 

Grown mad with too much freedom*} 
Again my Powers (hall take the lield. 
Again the coward Chiefs ihall yield. 

And fword or axe ihatl bleed '«m. 

** Thrice ikould Rebellion tttr htt head. 
With front of brsfs, Bdt heart of lead. 

Still bent upon reftoring ; 
Before my f6t»s thrice ihalt (he flf , 
Thrice at their feet in vain (hall litt, 

Wives for their lords imploring." 

But whithat waM my Mtife afpk« f 
Forl)ear to tune the merry lyfc 

To themes paft thy attaining : 
For to attempt, in fitrtnble Oiiles, 
The a61s of ttttot^, fpceeh of Gods, 

At bell' is btit profaning. 



THE 



t 40^ 3 

HE BISAPPOlNTMENTt 

BY MSL. WHALE Y* 

TT^HE cattle flctk, the gilt machine, 

•^ Along the verdant road, 
Moving in fprightly ^mp were fccn 
To take two belles abroad. 

The one, good-natur'd Hynwn's care. 

Late Hole from Dian's grove. 
T'other, though as her fifter fair. 

Yet knew not wedded love. 

"Serene and gay they roU'd along. 

Like goddeffes at eafe. 
The foFtly flowing ftrcams among, 

And gently waving trees. 

This, from whoever fliould meet her eyes. 

Her future empire planned; 
That fmil'd, content to boaft the prize 

She had already gain'd. 

But oh ! how foon the faired fchemc. 

Or bcft-form'd hope, is croft ! 
Behold them at the. park's extreme 

Stopp'd fl>ort. — The key was loft. 

With rage, till then unknown, 4nflam*d, 

And vex*d, the matron-fair 
Her ever-careiefs footmen blam'd. 

Her keeper's over-care : 

V-OL. VL P Whik 
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While the fad maid, in filent guife. 

With gently-fobbing bread, 
■And big full overflowing eyes. 

Her fdbcrer grief expreft. 

Thus when the (ky'fierce lightnings rend, 

And thunders fhake the plain. 
The forrowful foft clouds defcend 

In copious fhowers of rain. 

, Thus when CalTandra rag'd around 
And curs*d the foes of Troy, 
In beauteous forrow on the ground 
Sate Helen weeping by. 

At length cool Reafon Pafliori fway*d 5 

And the reflefting dame,' 
Smiling, addrefs'd the weeping maid, 

<* Dear girl, we *re both to blame. 

Why fliouW we fret, though thus confinM } 

The profpefts round we fese. 
Sure more flyould pleafe a thinking miodi 

Than fcandal-raifmg tea. 

Here then, beneath thefe verdant walls, 

At Icifure let us roam, 
Till the returning evening calls 

To eafe and joy at hotne.** 

•* Of your philofophy, my dear, 

Quoth ihe, I give you joy j 
And were content — if like you there 

My time I could employ." 

3 SONG 
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SONG. BY MR. W H A L E T, 
'O WEET Solitude, that ev'n Dcfpair canft charm, 
^ And of their force their fharpeft ilh difarm. 

Oh ! eafe awhile the anguiih I endure. 
Ye 2Lephyrs9 ftill more gently whifpering blowi 
Ye Streams, with dill a fdfler murmuring flow ; 

And try at leafl to footh what nought can cure. 

Ye Nightingales, wlwfe melancholy fong 
Rolls on with pleafing fadnefs all night long, 

Lend me jour notes to tell what T endure. 
Ye Zephyrs, flill more gently whifpering blow; 
Ye Streams, with ftill a foftcr murmuring flow ; 

And try at leaft to footh what nought can cure. 

And thou, cold Maid, if the dull winds, that bear 
My dying fighs, convey them to thine ear, 

Speaking the killing torments I endure ; 
Oh fay, though hop6s of love from thee are vain. 
Say thou canft pity an expiring Swain, 

And footh at leaft the wounds you will not cure. 

HORACE, B. IV. ODE IH. BY THE SAME. 

npHE youth on whom Chloe deigns fmile, 
-*■ And caft the warm beams of her eyes. 
Shall never leave Britain's fair ide, 

Nor aim at the warrior's prize. 
•Oftend (hall not fee the fond boy, 

Amidft the brave troops as they land, 
JEicr fons loudly fhouting for joy. 
As Bxitons- advance on the ftrand. 

P z But 



212 M I S C E L L':A N Y ^P O EM^S. 

But Vaga*s foft murmuring ftrcami 

'And each verdant hill and grove, 
SluU give the fond youth all his fame. 

As he -warbles out mufick and love. 
Andlo! the beaux fluttering throng, 

Bedaub'd all with powder and lace, 
WhileGiiloe attends to my. fong, 

Withdraw, and with blufhcs give place. 
Apollo, as in the fam'd ring. 

And the Mufcs ,are.all in her eyes ; 
Mute 6(h,Hf ihe bids them, would Hng 

As fweet as the Iwan when (he dies. 
How I ventured to iing, and could plcafc 

By fmging, if e'er 'tis cnquir*d, 
The qUeftion is anfwer'd with eafe, 

She bade me^ and I was iufpir'd. 
1743' 

ON THE TOMB OF LAUHA. 

FROM SANNAZARIUS. BY MR. WHALEY. 

-TTAD heavenly beings been with tears fupply'd, 
'*■-*• The Gods themfckes liad wept when Laura dyM. 
Yet, what ihey can, fee ! Love and Venus fhow, 
She quencli'd her torches, and he broke his bow ; 

i Though Gods and Men at thy fad fate repine, 

•Nor Gods, nor Men, my life, feel grief like mine. 
Blcft fouls ! that with thee to the fhades repair, 

^lyfium*^ doubly fq, now thou art there, 

T 
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TO A LADY, 

Oir THE BIRTH-DAY OF HER HUSBAND, 174®* 

BY MR. W H A L E Y. 
A WAKE, fair bride, to this returning morn, 
"^'^ And hail the day on which thy lord was born ; 
But double let his falutatlons be. 
Since to his birth he owes the blifs of loving thdc«- 
Long znay this be th&fub}e6): of tl^ Nine, 
Kor other day with equal glory Ihine,. 
That one except which gave- hi* hand ta-thinc ! . 
Ever with white may thele dillinft appear, . 
The faired children of the rolling. year I 
Shine, Venus, (hine on thefe profufely gj^^ . 
EveiLjoil.thefe, Lucina, ihed thy ray ; 
SorroMT and pain be ever fronvthc^fairii. 
And Love, bleft bridegroanvLovebealLthycarc*-- 
Joys which they fancy'd. nc!ei: could l)C cxceird, 
StilU dill with (Ircaiu of purer joys. be iwcll'd. : 
As the fair rolling mooas their influence ihed, 
To blefs the labours of the nuptial bed, 
Lend them, ye Powers above, a. gracious ear^ - 
And hear and grant a Friend's and V.o*:t\ prayer* .. 

As the immenfe benevolence of Heaven 
Gtn give my friend what yet it has not given, 
As the excefs of joy that fills his breaft. 
Can by fome jchofen gift be dill increab'd, . 
Assail that beauty, youth, and wealth, can give, . 
Will double luilre from an heir receive; 
Dejiy not, Heaven, this dearcfr, laft, bcft boon, ♦ 
BleA vvith the p^rtnt's v i rt uef' feild a foa». 
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ODE BY MR. WHALE Y^ 

6N the BIRTH^DAY op two iFRIENDS.. 

IN IMITATION OF MARTIAL. 

T>RIGHT rooming ftar, re vifir cartbr 
•*^ Nor give our joy delay, 
Sacred to virtuous Frienclfhip's birth. 

Bright ftar, bring on the day. 
Each nymph, each fwain the day requires^ 

Ccme on, nor let us deem 
Thou borrowed, to bring on thy fires, 

Bootes' lazy team. 
When well thou know'ft thou may*ft comnia»d. 

The fwift Ledaan horfe, 
Pollux to thee would plcas*d defcend, 

And Caftor urge thy courfe r 
And vvifliing, void the boon of Jove, 

Own thcfe more wifdom fhow. 
Who live, nor envy joys above, 

Unpartcd friends below. 
Come then, nor ftop the eager Sun, 

His fretting courfers neigh. 
And bright Aurpra's blu(h is on, 

To uflier in the day. 
Nor Cynthia, nor night's ftars will fadc^ 

But, long ere they retire, 
Tlie happicft pair e'er Friendlhip made, 

To (hine on and admire. 

Lee 
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Let riiem riien ftand — with all his light 

Be PlKsbus far away» 
In Cynthia's and in Nature's fpitc. 

Oar joy fliall make the day. 

& O N G TO R. Eh E V ^ 

BY MR. W H A L E Y. 

TTTHO has breath'd Heliconian air, 

^ Or loiter'd on Piodus's fidc^. 
Gives to the wild winds all his care, 
His grief to the full-flowing tide. 

While his Mufe and his Verfe arc his own^ 

Alike inattentive he hears 
Elizabeth * mounting a throne, 

Or Auftria f finking with fears. 

Then, Phoebus, fend down from thy choir 

Sweet Clio, and thence let her bring 
A fong that would fuit thy own lyre, 

For fuch only Varus could ling. 

To war if he tunes his loud voice, 

Alc2Eus (hall pay him with fmiles ; 
Nor lefs (hall foft Sappho rejoice, . 

Of tears when the nymphs he beguiles. 

Nor envy him, though her pleas'd ear 

His charmer doth ever incline, 
But own, though his Daphne's as fair. 

She *s kinder and wifcr than thine. 

* The Czarina. D. f Qrcen of Hungary. IX 

P 4 ON 
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ON READING LORD BACON'S FLATTERY 

TO KING JAMES THE FIRST. 

BY MR. WHALE Y. 

^^%f to whom Heaven imparts its fpecial fires, 
•^ Whofc breads the wondrous quickening beam 
infpires. 
That (beds ftrong Eloquence's melting rays. 
Or fcattcrs forth the bright poetic blaze 5 
Look here and learn, thofe gifts how low and lighCf 
If confcious Dignity not guides their flight. 
How mean, when human Pride their fervice claims. 
And Bacon condefcends- to flatter James ! 

EPITAPH ON CHARLES YL 

EMPEROR OF GERMANY. 
FROM THE FRENCH. B^Y THE SAME. 

^TMIE laft proud Auflrian's tomb the eye funrc^s,. 
'*- Too many for his honour were his daysy^ 
For his unhappy family too few, 
While his falfe obje6^ was an heir ih riew. 

His wiRiom- tohis wretched child * has left, 
(Of wealth, of power, o£ crown,, at once bereft)^ 
A doubtful kingdom, yet by war annoy'd. 
And counfellors fuch as himfelf employed 1 
And, to fuppcvt pioud. titles,, vainly told, 
^o^thing^lhc wants but fortune, frjends, and gold* 
* Qwcen.ofHvLti^^rj% D%. 
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IN. PRAISE OF WATERi 

B.Y MR. W H A L E Y. 1736.. 

TJ"ERISH then Bacchus and his darling vine, 

•*• And, hold Lycurgus, Itft thy ta(k"bc mine. 

And freely I ll'the Godhead's wrath'endare, 

Whatever wounds he gives my theme can cure j 

And armM with Water I Ml maintain the field, 

*Gainfl'him who made the earth-born giants yield. . 

For furc Apotto will my caufe avow, 

Who taught Caftilia*^ temperate fount to flow. 

Who only drinks of Aganippe's ftream, 

That knows no warmth but from his own pure beanu* 

Hail then, ye Ihnpid flreams, that fweetly glide. 
Daughters of Pinfley's ever-flbwing tide. 
But from your (ire in happy error fpccd,' 
Plcas'd to be loft in Kirigfland's * verdant mead ; 
"With you for fame while Mincio vainly ftrivcs. 
Since Maro*s dead, but tuneful Gallus lives : 
And, as you fweetljr murmuring glide along. 
Repays each murmur wish a Tweeter fong; 
Kor is the price beyond the gifts youi bring, 
Though fweet as Orpheus* felf he tunes the firing ^ 
Soft pleafures fport along the (hores you lave, 
And. health comes rolling on in every wave. 

Let golden Tagus boaft his flowing wealth : 
Bafe drofs, what art thou, when compac'd wiih. health ^ - 
lUt him too boaft the vines that round him Hand, 
Aiid with their cluRers redden all the land,. 
♦ Li Hcrefordliute*. !>• 
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B1cfs the near influence of the mid-day ftar. 
And think the grape infpires his fons to war. 
* Vain boaft ! for ftrangcrs would his vintage flow^ 
And for proud Spain his purple harvefts grow, 
Did not the temperate North its fuccour lend,. 
And Biitdin's watery fons his realms defend. 

MiAaken Bards of old in vain pretend. 
That drunken Bacchus was to Mars a friend ; 
True courage needs no adfcititious chann, 
Be the head cooled when the heart 's mod warm*. 
No drunken hero e'er maintained his ground, 
'Twas Water kept Achilles free from wound; 
By that infpir'd, the naked Spartan flood. 
And made a fecond bath of holVile blood. 

As vainly do their legends flrive to prove 
That Bacchus is a powerful friend to Love. 
What fliould endear the fwain to Venus' arms. 
But that fair element which gave her charms ? 
How gain'd the rugged Mars the temperate Dame, 
But that from Thrace the temperate CiodheaJ came? 
And who e'er Bacchus for a lover took, 
But one poor girl f whom all the wprld forfook ? 

Then to th* infpiring ftreams, ye fwains, retire j % 
*Tis Water gives the aftive youth defire, i 

And, cool itfclf, gives heroes all their fire. J 

♦ Thefe vcrfej were made when Sir John Norris lay wiA 
the Englifh fleet before Llibon. W. 
•j: Ariadne. D. 
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ON* A YOUNG LADY WORKING GREEN SILK. 
ON A WHITE SATTIN GROUND. 

BY MR. WHALE r. 

TpN Winter's icy chains lies Nature bound, 
"* And one cold whitencfs covers all the ground^ 
■Till the gay Spring, on Zephyrs borne, is fcen, 
Atod the whole field is deck'd in (prightly green; 
But where fome fnow-drops glittering fiill remain^ 
Heightening the luftrc of the verdant plain. 
And lo ! how Nature is by Art expreft, 
T^at filk, erft white and fmooth as Lucy's breail, 
Now ftretch'd beneath her animating hand. 
Breaks into flowers, and fprouts at her command. 
And, delicately verdant, charms the fight, 
But where her fingers touched it, fhines more white* 

MR; WHALEY TO A YOUNG LADY,, 

WHO PAINTS VERY Wi!LL, BUT ALWAYS ORAWS-^ 
HER OWN SEX TO DISADVANTAGE* 

TNGENIOUS Fair, in whofe well-mingled dyes,, 

"^ Reflected charms delight our ravilh*d eyes ; 

On whofe foft pencil every beauty waits, 

That Nature boafts, or happy Art creates:. 

Say, when thy fancy prompts thee to difplay 

The blooming flowers that deck tiie youchful May,* 

Seek 
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Seek you not all that colours can fuppi/ 

To cheat ouC'reafes, and delude our eye s ■ 

Strives not your every flroke with anxious pain» . 

The whitenefs of t\\i lHy to retain ? 

Blot you not outihe ill-uoited (hades, .. 

If but one tulip on your canvas fades ? 

And fwells not with a eonfcious joy your- breafV* 

If in the happy glowing tints thou feed 

The downy bluflies of the rofo incseaft } 

Whence ftrive you then, to hur« your own fair kilM 

HoW'Caine your injuries to them conHn'd ? 

Whence dares your pencil offer to difgrace 

Such looks as well might hint an Angel's face? - 

What'fecret pailion aids thy touch withfpite 

To darken Chloe's brown, or taint Clannda*s. white 

Say, is.it Envy guides thy faitlilcfsline? 

Can meagre Envy dwell in breafls like, thine > 

With trembling doflthou Cxlta's features, trace^^ . 

Or fear that Mira*s fmiles (houU thine difgrace? 

Thy own fair felf» miftaken charmer, view. 
Learn thy own power, and let thy paint be true, ■ 
'VVitIi kindly carctliy happiefl colours blcnd^ . 
And ftrive what Nature faircft forms to mend i. 
From Chloe's eye bid keener lightnings flow ; 
Teach Cxlia's cheeks with fofficr red to glow : 
Still, Aill, bright nymph, unrival'd fhait thou ikinet 
Thy paint is cllarming^ but thy form divine* 
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TTO THE SAME. 
BY MR. WHALEY. 
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HEN fome new-ri(ing Beauty fills 



With jealovfy the virgin train; 
iDetradion vcntsr the inbred fplecn. 
And whifptrs eafe the rival's pain. 

Not Mira fo ; with cruel ikill 
She calls the, pencil to her aid i 

Defames the Fair in effigy, 
And libels with fatyric ihade. 

Unable thus, with dazzled eyes 
To bear the Sun's meridian beam, 

'With pride the gazing Twain defies 
His fainter image in the Aream. 

Beneath her figurative hand, 
Ch]oe'& allnmatchlefs beauties die. 

And faintly languiiOi, at her (Iroke, 
The little loves in CaeKa's eye. 

At critttks o'er fome ancient page. 
Injurious fhe to Beauty's worthy 

O'erlooks each bright diviner g^ace^ 
And calls each imperfe£lion forth. 

With pity and with anger mov*d. 
The partial likenefs we deplore. 

And wifh the pifture we furvcy 
Or lefs refemblance had, or more. 



But 
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But ccafe, fond nymph, and alk thy heart 

If that (\juch injufies could brook » 
Should e'er thy beapteous felf b^.ibowa 

Lefs killing by a fingle look ? 

Should thy falfe maid or iH-brcd girfs. 

One dimple or ode fmile bely. 
Say, would not- Betty ftrait be chid, 

Thy mirrour thrown in anger by^ 

Be then to every rival juft, ' ' "• 
And fince thy lipscHfdain to wrong, 

Let not thy gentle hand revile, 

But learn a virtue from thy tongiie, 

*Twerc nobler for each rival face 

With more than iiacive charms to crown,' 
Thy utmoft art can necr pourtray 
A form more lovely than thy owa. 

TO THESAME LADY. 

BY MR. WHAL^EY. 

TN vain, fair nymph, thy pencil would difgrace 
•■' The bloom of Caelia's, or Clarinda's face i 
Againd thy will thou charm'fl oar raviih'd eyes^ 
And what thy envy prompts, thy. ikill denies* 
By one judicious (Irokc inform 'd, we guefs 
Whole form infpir'd the malice of the piece ; 
Kor all thy lefTening colours can fuggefl 1 

Can force the fweet idea from our breaft, / 

* We iec 'tis —- -r— — and forget the reft, J 

HORACE, 
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HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE VIIT. 
IMITATED BY MR. W HALEY. 

''TnHE golden tripod fliould thy worth receive, 
-*■• The polifliM brafs, and marble buft I M give. 
The great rewards to Grecian heroes known. 
Such as bold Theron gained, and Chromius won. 
If Phidias* powerful touch I could command, 
•Or Zeuxis' pencil grac'd ray forming hand. 

But thee the Mufes flrongcr power delights, ^ 

Thy liftening ear the flowing verfe invites, \ 

That Phoebus prompts, or tuneful Pope indites. J 

Me too the nymphs of Pindus' grotto's fire. 
Me, though the laft of all their train, infpirc j 
Their mighty lading influence I know. 
And their immortaliGng power can ihow. 
Not all that brafs, or {lone, or paint, can give. 
By which again departed heroes live ; 
Great C«far-s triumphs ftill expos'd to vicWj^ 
Scipio*8 fair laurels fpringing ever new, 
Perpetuane not iJD fure the warrior's praife. 
As the kind meed of Heliconian lays. 
Should not aufpicious verfe the memory guard 
Thy name, tkf virtve, wire without reward. 

The man whofe worth the civic wreath has gain'd 
By lands from flavery freed, or laws maintain'd, 
The Mufe eftabliilies for e'er the fame, 
Refcues from Death, and confecrates to Fame. 

Thus what th* ungrateful populace deny. 
The Mufe to Naiiau's viuue Ihall fupply. 
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Long ages hence in Prior's happy line, 
Namur (hall blaze, and purple ftain the Boyne. 

De(lru£lire time may fmk proud Blenheim's dome. 
And Woodllock's plcafingbowers forget to bloom ; 
Yet nought ihall Marlborough's fettled fame funrirey 
The Muffrs' " Blenheim" ♦ fhall for ever live. 

IN PU.E>LLAM SKPT-ENTRIONALEM. 
BY MR. W H A L E Y. 

QUanquam fub gelidis fit Virgo trionibus orta, 
Dcliclas alixii pef^ore veris habet. 
•lofecit candore cutem nix ; caetera fiamma, 
Fhoebe, vigent xadles exqperante tuos. 

TRANSLATED. BY A FRIEND. 

THOUGH from the North the damfel came. 

All fpring is in her bread ; 
Her fkin is of the driven fnow. 

But Ain-fhine all the ceft. 

^O'N THE STATUE OF A HEIl^ETt. 

FROM JOHANNES SECUNDUS. 

BY MR. WHA1.EY. 

^/^ OOD fidend, this meflagc to thy owner "hetttf 
^^ That Myron ftole me, and haslix'd me here. 

♦ Lord Lyttclton's excellent poem under that title «' 
printed in the En|;lilh Poets, vol. LVL p. 19. N. 

4 THESEUS 
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THES|:US AND ARIADNE. 
BY MR. WHALE Y, 

ARGUMENT* 

Thefeus, the valiant Ton of ^geus king of Athens, for a 
long while knew not his father ; till travelling into At- 
tica, he by great fortune there difcovered him. But fooa 
after, out of a principle of honour, he left the Athenian' 
court to go to Crete, on a dangerous expedition. Minos 
was king of that place, whofe daughter Ariadne at fird: 
light fell unhappily in love with the beautiful iiranger ; 
and affifled him in killing the Minotaur, a raonflcr that 
was inclofcd in the middle of a large labyrinth. It feems 
ihe prefented him with a cine of thread, by which, after 
tlifc conqueft of the beaft, he guided his fteps back through 
the many windings of the grove. After this fignal fcr- 
vice, he prbmifed to carry her with him to Athens ; but 
in his paflage home left her on a defert ifland called Dia. 
She jprays all the Gods to avenge her ; which they do, by 
making Thefeus, when he comes within fight of Attica, 
forget to give the appointed fignal of fuccefs at a diftance, 
by which means ^geus, thinking his fon dead, threw him- 
felf into the fea, and pcrilhed. Ariadne was afterwards 
carried into Heaven by Bacchus,, and made a conftellation« 

XXyTHERE the rude waves on Dia*i harbour play, 

^ ^ The fair forfakcn Ariadns lay : 
Here firft the wretched maid was taught to prove 
tht bitter pangs of ill-rewarded love ; 
Here faw, juft freed from a fallacious deep, 
Her Thefeus flying o*er the diftant deep : 
Vol, VI. Q^ VViftful 
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WiAful flic look*d, nor what (he faw belierM, 
HopM fomc miftake, and wifh'd to be dccerv'd: 
While the falfe youth his way fccurely made, . 
His faith forgotten, and his vows unpaid. 
At length flic found her partial fears too true, 
The well-known veflcl Icllcning to her view ; 
Then fick with grief, and frantic with defpair. 
Her drefs flie rent, and tore her golden hair. 
The gay tiara, on her temples plac'd. 
The fine-wrought cin6ture that her bofom graced. 
The fillets, which her heaving breads confined, 
Arc rent and fcatter*d in the lawlefs wind. 
The wretched fair regards them now no more, 
WafliM by the wan con furges on the fliore. 
Such trivial cares, alas ! no room can find. 
Her dear deceitful Thefeus fills her mind ; 
For him alone flie grieves the live-long day. 
Sickens in thought, and pines her foul away. 

Curd be the time when Thefeus fird ftom home 
Reach'd the Gonynian tyrant^s (lately dome : 
In that fad day what evils unforefeen 
Were form'd in embryo by tlie Cyprian Queen 1 
The (lory goes, the Minotaur was fed 
With human viftiras for Androgeos dead. 
Forc'd by a ficknefs the Cecropians paid , . 
This yearly tribute to the hero's fliade t 
The flower of Athens were compelUd to bleed. 
For thus the cruel oracle decreed. 
Till Thefeus, to prefcrve his country's bloody 
Himielf devoted for the public good. 

Forth 
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Forth for the Cretan coaft he hoi fled fail, 
Fleet fpe'd his fhip, and profperous was the gale. 
Soon as to Minos' awful court he came, 
The princefs faw him, and conceived a flame. 
A grand pavillion on the ground there flood, 
Celedial odours iiTued from the wood ; 
On this the royal fair rcpos'd her charms, 
Wrapt in th* embraces of her mother's arms. 
Such to the view the goodly myrtle fcems, 
Which grows befidc Eurotas' cryftal ilreamsj 
Thus beautiful the vernal flowers appear, 
That glad with gay variety the year. 
She fat and languifli'd, nor her eyes withdrew, 
Till the whole frame the fweet contagion kncvv, 
O Cruel boy, that aim'ft the fhafts of Love, 
And rul'ft the Golgi and Idalian grove, 
You give no pleafure but has Ibme alloy. 
And blend with trouble our fincereft joy. 
You firft infpir'd with this unhappy flame 
The royal virgin for a foreign name. 
With what anxiety was (he oppreft, 
Wliat tcmpefls labour*d in her troubled bre»rt. 
When her lov'd youth the monftcr met in tigiit, ' 
RcfoWM to conquer or to leave the light ! 
As when a ftorm on Taurus* top dclccnds, 
The waving oak or mountain pine it bends^ 
At laft the tree up-rooted» in its way, 
Bears all before it with impetuous fwav; 
So the dread bcaft by Tliefeus uught to yield, 
^cll down relu^lant on the bleeding Held* 

CLa The 
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The conquering hero now returns with praife, 

A clue dircfts him through the giddy maze ; 

Elfe his mifguided fteps would darkling rove 

In the blind windings of the treacherous grove. 

It now remains the virgin's flight to fine, 

Her fudden leaving the affli£lcd king. 

The mother mourn'd her child's unhappy cafe. 

Her filler ftopp'd her with a forced embrace : 

But father, filler, mother, little raov'd, 

Her all (he yielded for the man (he lov'd. 

To Dia's fatal coaft the lovers fieer, 

Perfidious Thefeus leaves his mffircfs here. \ 

Wrapt in deceitful (lumbers while (he lay. 

The perjur'd lover bafely (lole away. 

The nymph with cries afcends the mountaia's hcig 

And o'er the diftant ocean flrains her fight, 

A boundlefs traft : now in the fea ihe goes 

Baring her knees, and fighing vents her woes. 

** Why did you take -me from my father's hand 
To leave me, Thefeus, in a foreign land ? 
Could you fo foon my plighted faith dcfpifc, 
And, perjur'd, dare the anger of the (kies? 
Did nothing in your breaft perfuafive prove. 
No foft companion melt your foul to love ? 
Ah me ! far other promifes you made. 
Far other profpc6bs to my view you laid ; 
The nuptial joys I hop'd and bridal day, 
But envious winds have borne my hopes away. 
Let now no woman truft in man again ! 
Falfe is his promife, and his vows are vain. 
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When the ftrong pafl'jons riot unfupprcft, 

Men promife largely with an open breaft; 

But, foon as Love is with pollcllion cloy'd. 

Their words they heed not, and their oaths arc roJd* 

I fav'd your life and honour when at ftake, 

And yielded up my brother for your fake. 

For this by beafts I now muft die unmourn'd. 

No tomb to hide me, and no rites pcrtbrm'd. 

Surely your race is not derivM from men, 

Some favage monfter whelp'd you in her den 5 

Some raging ocean in her bofom bore, 

Some Scylla fucklcd on her cruel ihorc; 

Who thcfe returns bcftow ; who thus repay 

Your life defended in the fatal da3\ 

If your great father's orders you revere. 

And hence a foreign contraft juftly fear, 

You might at leaft have carried me a flave, 

A plealing fervitude is all I *d have. 

Thougli princefs born, yet humbly at your board 

I 'd aft th' officious handmaid to my lord ; 

The bath prepare again ft you homeward f[yci\, 

Adorn with purple the forbidden bed. 

But why lament I to the empty air? 

Can the winds anfvver, or the tempcfts hear ? 

He that Ihould liften is for ever loft, 

And there 's no creature on the dreary coaft| 

For cruel fate has plac'd me here alone, 

Nor left one pcrfon to partake my moan, 

O that ail-knowing Heaven had ne'er decreed 

The Cretan bull by The feus' arm to bleed I 

Q^ 3 Happy, 



230 MISCELLANY POEMS 

Happv, too happy, did I live, before 

The Grecian galley touch*d my native ihore* 

I little thought in fuch a face was guile. 

Nor faw the roifchicf lurking in his fmile. 

-Now what *s to do ? what wretched hopes remain ? 

Shall I my father's kingdom fcek again ? 

No, there the earth dill reeks with brother's blood, 

Nor can I pafs the intermediate flood. 

Shall I then think my Thefeus ftill is true ? 

No, for the traitor bafely fled my view. 

Cruel dilemma ! could I get away. 

No hopes are left me. Death is in my flay : 

For neither dwellings nor companions here, 

No obje61: glads the eye, nor voice the ear ; 

But where I turn my wearied light, there reigns 

A death-like horror o'er the filent plains. 

Yet I '11 not tamely die without relief. 

Nor let my juft refentmcnt melt in grief; 

But all the heavenly Powers conjure in death, 

And call down vengeance with my lateft breath* 

Arife, ye Furies, from your iron bedt. 

And roufe the fnaky terrors of your heads; 

Rear each her ghaftly front, wherein we find 

The baneful index of the latent mind ; 

O lift, attend to what my prayers require, 

*Tis juftice prompts me, and my wrongs infpirc; 

Hear then propitious, while I now impart 

The mournful dictates of a broken heart ; 

Thofe ills which I from Thefeus' hand fuft^n 

Return on hii> devoted houfe again J'* 



} 
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Fir'd with refentment thus the fair-one pray'd, 
And ample curfes for her grief repaid. 
Juft Jove above with pity faw her ill, 
And bowing ratified her cruel will ; 
At which convulfions feiz'd the trembling ground, 
And all th.c frame vf nature Ibook around. 

Now Thcfcus, homeward as he wings his way. 
Forgets thofc fatal orders to ol)ey, 
Which, when he firft from Athens did depart. 
Were vainly treafur'd in his faithlcfs heart : 
Nor once bethought his anxious fire to greet 
With the glad (ignal of his fafc retreat. 
Fame fings that £geus, when his fen with hade 
Urg*d his departure o'er the watery wafie, 
Thus taught the youth, and as he fpokc embracM: 
" My fon, than life more dear, fince envious fate 
Divides fo early what it join'd fo late, 
And your too forward courage from me force 
Confcnt unwilling for your dangerous courfc. 
No happinefs I '11 fuffer, no delight, 
When your lov'd image leaves my longing fight. 
But every face a Ihew of grief (hall wear. 
And you yourfeif no joyous token bear. 
I chief in forrow will lament awhile. 
And in the duft my hoary hairs defile ; 
Then on the maft a fable fail 1 *11 rear. 
To reprefcnt my grief and black defpair : 
But if our guardian Goddtfs fliall ordain, 
That by your hand the Cretan bull be {lain, 
Then cautious heed, and let no length of days 
Theft weighty precepts from your bread crafc. 

CL4 Whca 
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When firft you fee again your native ihore, 
Change the black (ignal which your veflTel Wore, 
And in its room let peaceful white arife, 
A diftant omen to my joyful eyes !*' 

To keep the words the youth in vain defign'd. 
They fled infenfibly and left his mind ; 
So fleecy clouds, that on fome mount appear. 
Melt by degrees, and vanifh into air. 
On a high rock that beetles o'er the flood. 
With daily care the penfive father flood j 
And when he faw impatient from afar 
The fatal fignal floating in the air. 
Thinking his Thefeus was untimely Awn, 
He raflily plung'd himfelf beneath the main* 

The fon now fdtfers in the father's fate. 
And feels rhofe forrows which he gave fo late. 
When on the fliore he left the nymph to mourn 
Her love rejeftcd, and her hopes forlorn. 
To her relief the blooming Bacchus ran, 
And with him brought his ever jovial train. 
Satyrs and Fawns in wanton dances drove. 
While the God fought his Ariadne's love. 
Around in wild diflorted airs they fly. 
And make the mountains echo to their cry. 
Some brandifli high an ivy-woven fpear. 
The limbs fome fcatter of a vi6lim fleer. 
Oriicrs in flippery folds of ferpents ihine. 
Others apart perform the rites divine 
To wicked men denied. Thefe tabors take, 
Thefe in their bands the tinkling cymbal ihake ; 

While 
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While many fvvell the horn in hoarfer drain, 
And make the fhrill difcordant pipe complain. 
Thus the whole I(lc in rural pleafure fmird, 
Their dances artlefs, and their mufic wild , 
Yet did it all in happy concert meet, 
Gay the confuiion, and the difcord fweet. 
But Bacchus, now enamourM with his prize, 
Refolv'd to make her partner of the ikies. 
She fweetly blu filing yielded to the God, 
His car he mounted, and fublimely rode ; 
And, while with eager arms he grafp'd the fair, 
Lalh'd his fleet tigers through the buxom air. 

ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG BRIDE. 

BY MR. WHALE Y. 

TXT" HEN youthful charms arc blafted in their bloomi 
^ ^ And wit and beauty (ink into the tomb, 
*Tis juft for every friendly heart to ihare 
The father's anguiih, and the huiband*s care ; 
Then let none wonder at a ftranger's fighs. 
And tears that flow from fym pathetic eyes | 
So great a lofs, unknown to all relief. 
Claims the free gift of univerfal grief. 

Oh ! fate fevere ! when piety can't favc 
The deftin'd fair- one, from the cruel grave ! 
She, in whom Nature's nobleil gifts combin'd, 
A graceful perfon and a lovely mind, 
In all the pride of youth re(ign*d her breath. 
An early victim to devouring death. 

Henco 
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Hence learn, ye fair, nor too much prize your cliarm' 

None can refifl this gloomy tyrant's arms. 

How fhould vain beauty hope his wrath to Hay, 

When fuch tranfcendcnt goodnefs fell a prey ! 

See, each revolving fun, fomc fuddcn blow 

Gives a new triumph to th* infulting dye. 

Where 's then the Ihape fo cxquificdy true ? 

The fnowy brlghmefs, and vci million hue ? 

When rueful Death has once a concjueft made. 

The lilies wither, and the rofcs fade : 

From the pale face the laughing Graces fly. 

And Loves, th^t wantoo'd in the fpatkling eye* 

But confcious Virtue fcorns his fiiort-Iiv'd powcr» 

Our only fuccour in the fatal hour ; 

This calm'd each terror, and removed each fear, 

From the fair faint, her diflblution near. 

She, when Death call'd, attended undifmay'd. 

And the quick fummons chcarfully obey'd, 

With patience underwent the bitter Arife, 

The lafl: bcft duty of a well-fpcnt life. 

So may the gayeft at the park or play 

Be by to-morrow's dawning fnatch'd away. 

And from the fprightly ball or mafqucradc. 

Sleep in the marble's cold embraces laid. 

For foon or late at the appointed day 

We all muft tread this melancholv way. 

Then happy they, who quit this irkfome Oarc, 

Ere they know Vice, or feel the fiorms of Fate. 

Such this brii^hr pattern in the bloom of age 

JLefc all the tumults of this mortal Itage ; 
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And though fo fhort her dwelling was with man, 
With ample virtues fiU'd her narrow fpan. 
Why Ihed we then unprofitahle tears, 
For one fo old in works, though green in years ? 
Lament the (inner's ihort-liv'd date, betimes 
Snatch'd in the May-day of his blooming crimes ; 
Whofe unrepented follies well might bear 
Ages and iighs and penitential prayer. 
Who knows what evils Fortune had in (lore, 
Had Heaven not fent her to a fafer fhore ? 
In Death we find a haven luU'd in peace, 
Where, the winds deaden, and the tempefts ceafe. 
Here Ihc enjoys, from trouble ever free, 
The unmov'd calmnefs of a fummer's Tea. 
' Here malice deeps, the lying tongue is ftill. 
No envious power to thwart her pious will. 
Add thofe precarious ills that (he has fled, 
By a quick pafTage to the (ilent dead; 
Didempers rifing from fallacious food. 
And poifons lurking in the tainted blood ; 
The flow confumption and rheumacic pains. 
The fever raging in the throbbing veins j 
Then render thanks to Heaven, that let her go 
So young, fo virtuous, trom a flace of woe. 



CN 
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ON A WASP'S SETTLING ON DELIA'S ARM. 
BY MR. WHALE Y. 

[OW fweetly carelcfs Delia feems ! 
Her innocence can fear no harm. 
While round th' envenom'd inrc6i fkims, 

Then fettles on her fnowy arm. 
Ye fluttering beaux and fpiteful bards, 

To you this moral true 1 fing ; 
Scnfe join'd to Virtue dif regards 
Both Folly's buzz, and Satire's (ling. 

LOOKING ON A TO MB- STONE. 
BY THE SAME. 

THE INTERRED SPEAKS. 

AND fo with look inquifitive you mufe 
On the cold earth that clofc invirons mc, 

Plcas'd that thyfelf art free — but ah ! how long 

Who knows, when he who rais'd thee into being. 

May check his mighty voice — his voice, thy frame 

Solely fupporting, and permit the duft 

Again into it> raouldcr'd ftatc to drop ! 

Yet not for aught that Power Almighty can, 

Or human imbecillity can not. 

Doth the (bol-wicked flop his wild career. 

But boldly impious pufhes flill his courfe, 

Till Death, the lad dread monitor, intrudes, 
I Away, repent, and be for ever wife ! 
' I ON 
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ON CHARINUS, 
THE HUSBAND OF AN UGLY WIFE. 
FROM JOHANNES SBCVNDUS. 
BY MR. W HA LEY. 

"^^OUR wife 's pofleft of fuch a face and mind, 
•*■ So charming that, and this fo foft and kind. 
So fmooth her forehead, and her voice fo fweet, 
Htr words fo tender, and her drcfs fo nca^; 
That would kind Heaven, whence man all good derives^ 
In wondrous hounty fend me three fuch wives. 
Dear happy huihand, take it on my word, 
I *d give the D 1 two, to take the third. 

TIBULLUS, BOOK I. ELEGY t 

BY THE SAME. 

T E T numerous acres others hopes employ, 

-*— ' Let heaps of hoarded gold give others joy. 

Whom neighbouring Fear for ever keeps awake. 

Or whofe Ihort flumbers early trumpets break 5 

Let eafc, by poveity begot, be mine. 

While on my hearth the fcanty faggots fliinc, 

And my ovvn hand fets down the fwelling vine. 

Let but each year atford me freih fupplies. 

And faithful to my hopes my crops arife ; 

For to each ftock or (lone 1 bend my brow. 

That bears the hallowM, though neglected, bough i 

Ana 
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And the firfl fruit with which my branches nod 

Falls ever facred to the rural God. 

Nor be the gift to Ceres' temple fmall, 

But the full iheaf hang trembling on the wall ; 

And in the garden let Priapus (land. 

To fcare the binls with his red threatening wand. 

Ye too, once guardians of a happier plain. 

Now fcarce employ'd to watch my fmall domain. 

Ye Lares, yet ye fhall your rites obtain. 

Then the fat calf before your altars bled, 

Suffice it now that the lamb's blood be ihed ; 

An ample vi£iim from my lefTen'd mead. 

The lamb, round whom the ruilic lad and lafs 

Shall brifkiy trip it o*er th' unbending grafs. 

And lo ! Ceres, fing, and crown the fparkling glafs. 

Cqntent I live now on the humble plain, 

Nbr envy toilfome riches got with pain ; 

While the palm guards me from the dog-ftar's heat, 

And the cool ftream runs murmuring at my fcjt. 

Without a blufli I oft bear home the lamb, 

Shivering and cold, forfaken of its dam ; 

Nor fometimes fcom to hold the ploughman's rein. 

And force the oxen through the ftubborn plain. 

Oh ! fpare, ye wolves, and thieves, my little flock. 

Your appetites require the rich man's flock. 

To ihephcrd Pan I facrifice each year. 

And the next fhrine to peaceful Pales rear. 

On humble tables ferv'd, and earthen ware : 

On earthen ware, fuch was the ancients* way. 

And fuch they fafliion'd oft the yielding clay, 

I I a(k 



} 

} 
} 



} 



} 



TIBULLUS, BOOK I. ELEGY T. 239 

I a(k nor gold nor filver on my bpard, 
Nor barns with corn by thrifty granilfires Aor*d j 
I^t my fmall tabic be but neatly fprcad, 
And give me, Gods, a clean, though homely bed ; 
And in my arms when charming Delia lies, 
I.ct the fea roar, and bludering winds arife, 
Her breads my port, my guardian flars her eyes. 
How fwect thofc furious blafts and tempefts prove, 
That make each kifs come warmer frommy love ! 
How do thick Hiowcrs improve my filent joy, 
And aid the deep they threaten to deflroy I 
This be my fate. — Wealthy the wretch fiiould be 
That bears the wind, and rain, and raging fea. 
Rather be lofl all wealth; all India burn, 
Than any nymph Aould for my abfence mourn. 
In dreadful war let great Meflala (hine. 
And on tlie land or main his battles join ; 
Me the foft fair agreeably detains, 
A captive blcft, 1 triumph in her chains. 
Thee only, Delia, thee I feek, not fame, 
To live with thee I '11 bear a coward's name. 
May I thy face in my laft hour behold ! 
May I thy hand with dying farewel hold ! 
Thou *lt weep and place me, Delia, on the pyre. 
And with thy tears a while retard the fire : 
Thou *lt weep, I know thy gentle foul, my fair. 
Kg fcnfelefs ftcel, no rugged flint dwells there. 
From that fad dirge no youth unmov'd ihall go, 
No nymph not bear away a friendly \voc. 

But 
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But mod --rate then thy forrow, oh my fair, 

Nor ftrikc in grief thy fwcUing breads, nor dare 

To violate thy cheeks or flowing hair. 

Come then, let *s fport, my Delia, while wc may. 

Our hours, though unobferv*d, fly fwift away. 

And love and revels ill become the grey. 

Gay fportive Venus now demands our time, 

While blood flows warm, and youth is in its prime ; 

While in the dance unblufhing we apjfear. 

Or o'er the flowing bowl the rifing morning cheer. 

A foldier brave, or captain, here I (land. 

Here fight with plcafure, here with pride command. 

Far off, ye drums and trumpets, bear your founds. 

And give Ambition what it wiflies, wounds ; 

Give it wealth too — bleft with my little (lore. 

Secure in competence, I a(k no more 

Than to fcorn wealth, and not be counted poor. 

TIBULLUS, BOOK IV. ELEGY 

BY MR. W H A L E Y. 

/^^ REAT Mars, fee Delia bowing at thy Ihrine ; 
^^ To gaze on her, leave, leave thy feats divine ; 
Not Venus felf can blame thee, yet beware. 
Left, as you gaze, you drop the threatening fpear. 
And the foft Maid fubdue the God of War. 
In her bright eye Love lights his double fire. 
When he would fill immortals with defire. 
Whate*er flie does, where'er her feet (he turns, 
Grace lurks beneath her fteps, and every aft adorns. 
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How grs^cef^l flows her loo(e diflieyel'd hair ! 

Nor Icfs the twifted locks become the Fair. 

#he fires if purple veflmeots^ rqvmd her flow^ 

She fires in garments emtilatang (now* 

if hus decks Yertamniis the celeftUI ha]!, / 

Graced with .a choufand robes, and adding grace to all. 

TIBULLUS, BOOK IV. ELEGY III, 

BY MR. W H A L E Y. 

1^ £ furious boars, that haunt the fhady grove 
^ Or dr,eary plain, O fpare my youthful love. 
Nor whet your tufks againft nny charming boy j 
Thou, Cupid, guard him for Sulpicia's joy. 
The loVo of fport has borne him far away : 
Perilh, ye dogs 1 ye forefts, all decay 1 
Is it not madnefs o*er the Iiill» to roam, 
And bring thy tender hands all mangled home ? 
Can it be fweet to pierce the tlwrny wood, 
And (lain thy beauteous legs witli flarting blood } 
Yet, might I my Cerinthus' plcafures (hare. 
Nor hills, nor woods, nor thorns, nor wounds, I 'd fear* 
Careful I *d fcarch the ftag*s uncertain way. 
And loofs the eager dog upon his prey ; 
Then, then the woods ihould truly pleafant prore^ 
Ev'n 'mid the toils I *d grafp my manly Iotc; 
And the rough boar ihould pafs unheeded by. 
His fafety owing to our thoughtlefs joy. 

But though thy fports, my love, exceed my charms. 
Oh ! take no other miflrefs to thy arms 1 
Vol. VI. R Ac 
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At Dian's Ihrine his vows the fponfman pty»i 

Chaftc then, like hers, for ever be thy ways. 

And oh I if any (hamelefs n^mph (hall dare 

Joys, due to me alone, by ftealth to fharey 

Her guilty limbs may hungry tigers tear ? 

But come, my love, my charmer, come away^ 

To others gladly leave the rural prey ; 

To others leave the dufty dangerous field. 

More joy the narrow fpacc of thcfc fond arms can yield. 

THE LOVER'S CHARM. BY MR. S. 

FROM THE GROVE. 

'T^OSS thrice thefe oaken alhes in the air, 

And three times three tie up this true lore's-knot^ 
Three times fit down in this enchanted chair. 

Thrice murmur low, « She will, or ihe will not.'* 

Go, burn thefe poifonous weeds in yon blue fire, 
This.cyprcfs, gathcr'd at a dead man's grave ; 

Thefe fcreech-owl feathers, and this prickly biiar. 
That all thy thorny cares an end may have. 

Then come, ye Fairies, dance with me around. 
Dance in this circle, be my love the centre ; 

Melodioudy breathe out a charming found. 

Melt her hard heart, that fome remorfe may enter. 

In vain are all the charms I can devife. 

For Caelia ftraight can break them with her eyes. 

T 
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TO THE KING*. 

BY THOMAS FLETCHER f, 8. A. 

FELLOW OF NEW COLLEGE, OXFORD. 

■^JO reft, oo Icifurc, to the breathlcfs Mufe» 
•*' ^ No rcfpite, mighty Monarchy you allow i 
As if your comiuefts might be fung by us 

With as mudi eafe as they are gain*d by you. 
But where, ah ( where 's tliat (inewy Ton of Wit, 

Who caa Sufficient ftrength for vcrfc Cupply* 
If each bold foe fre(h triumphs mud beget. 

And you fubdue as fail as they can fiy f 
If to each ^'auquiih'd realm a verfe be due 

(And fure a vanquifli'd realm dcfervcs no Icfs), 
The Nine mud yield thcmfelvcs o'cr-powcr'd too^ 

And but by filence publifh your fuccefs. 

Methinks 

♦ Will ram the Third. D. 

•f" Alfo poflciTcd of the donative ©f Fairfieid, SomerTet^ 
He publllhcd in 1691 (when B. A.) a ftnall volume of 
** Poems on fcreral Occafions, and Tranflations; wfaereia the 
* firft and fecond Books of Virgirs ^neis are attempted ia 
" Englifh ;" from which the above is fclcfted. Me was af- 
terwards fecond mailer of Winchefter fchool. He had three 
fons; vi/. I. Thomas, D. D. fellow of All-Souls College;^ 
Oxford, who, going as chaplain Jlo Ireland with the third 
dvke of Devonihire in 1737, was appointed dean of Dowj^ 
and afterwards fuccefllvely advanced to the biiho^rickii ^f 
Promote and Kildare. He died at Dublin in 1761.— • 
2. Philip^ M. A. fellow ot New-CoUegc, Oxford^ and mi« 

R A Ihftff 
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Methinjcs with cafe and pleafure we could pay 

To your great nam; a ycarlv tax of wit : 
'But, ah ! who knows what yqirs to come may bcf 

Alas ! there's a whole world unconquer'd yet* 
When, difentangled from domeftic war. 

The full strength of your arm fliall there be flioWB# 
Whtre ©or third Edward, and fifth Henry where? 

You, greater hero, have more wonders donel 
Then monthly, daily conquefts muft engage 

Our pens, till all the fund of wit be fpent, 
TTill we fit dumb, and, 'like iropovcrifli'd age. 

In vain our paft extravagance rejsent. 
Accept then, happy Prinec, our grateful praifey 

For mighty deeds which you alone could do-f 
Accept the only trophies we can raife 

for dangers you alone could undergo : 

tSifteroF Rumford In Effcx, where he kept a private fchool, 
and had the honour of educating lords Prederick and Jobs 
CavcntUih, Sir Charles Grelbam, &c. tiH promoted by hit 
brother In Irdland to the treafurerihip of Dromorey to which 
afterwards- wfs added the deanry of Kildare. He died in 
1765. Three or four of his poetical pieces fhall be inferted-; 
and « Nature and Fortune/' in the third volume of Dodfley'fi 
■Colle£^ion, i#e are aflured, was by him* — And 3. Wi^ 
liam, LL.J>. alfo fellow of New College, and mailer of the 
ichool there, who was preferred in Ireland to the re£tory of 
^t. Maiy's, Dublin, and on his brother Philip's death wai 
-alfo chofen dean of Kildare. He died in 177 1. A poftkn* 
inous volume of his Sermons was publiihed at Dublin, for the 
benefit of his widow. D* 

' « WitDcfii 
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Witncfs that dreadful, yet that lucky day. 

When random deaths undrcaded round you flev(^ 
When one bold ruffian-(hot, as through the iky 

It took its flight, durft aim itfclf at you. 
But the wing'd fate your guardian angel fiiw^ 

And with offitious hafte he put it by, 
Yet let a gentle ftroke* the danger (hew, 

Left the kind office fliould unheeded die. 
Soon as the difmal chance was whifper'd round, 

The legions trembling ftood, and fcarcc drew breativ 
As if the army had receiv'd a wound, 

And from your bruife each man had fear*d hi^ deathi. 
Fate in all other fliapes they could defpife, 

(To kill and die their pleafure and their trade); 
But now their fouls unufual horrors fcize, 

Death, their great mafter, in this form they clread^ 
But when next morn you led them forth to fight, 

Fearlefs and chcarful march'd th* embattled hoft,.. 
Refolv'd tliat flaughter*d enemies, ere night, 

Should pay large intercft for the blood you loft- 
But what bold MuCb (hall fing that glorious day, 

When, led by Fame through Boync's rebellious floodj- 

♦ On the fame occaiion arcKbifhop TiHotfon, tTikrng no- 
tice, in a fcnhon, of Lewis the Fourteenth's wnpffncely 
manner of infulting over Kirtg William when he believed 
him to have been flain, obfervcd,. that **-no mortal man ever 
•* had his ftiouWer fo iind^ kijjed by a cannon bliHet." A 
piece of falfe eloquence,, which, though not ufual in his 
Grace's writings, gave Dr. South, no friend to him or his 
memory, the advantage of animadverting upon it- as a peculiar 
Jtram of rbtmU. D» 

%% Thoogll 
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Though foes and nature did obftruft your way, 

Ev'n foes and nature you at once fubdued ? 
Thcfe rival nations from your royal breath. 

Dreading repulfe, did wounds and dangers crave; 
Trom you each begg*d the foremoft place in death. 

And almoU envy'd foes tlie wounds they gave. 
In vain they begg'd ; you chofe yourfelf, and led 

The glowing troops where thicktft dangers lay; 
The doubtful enemy half fought, half fled, 

Afham'd to live, and yet afraid to die. 
O ! what a fcene of blood did then appear ! 

Death too that day a mighty con(|ue(l gain*d ; 
Thick widow'd fouls fled trembling through the air, 

As if another death behind remained. 
Malicious fpirits throngM the upper air, « 

Their noftrils with fat fleams of blood to feaft ; 
The King of Terrors rcign'd unqueftion'd there. 

Mere carcafes his fettled power confeft. 
But here did Fate its work unfinifli'd (how, 

Imperfe6^ life lay ftruggling through the wound $ 
The groaning foul curs*d the too gentle foe. 

The body fpurn'd, and champ'd the purple groundt 
Let others iing how you with angry hade 

Purfued your conqueft o'er the bloody plun } 
Furfued as long as rage and day did lad, 

As long as foes were Found who dar'd be flain. 
Stay thou, my Mufe, and drop a pious tear 

Where by bold hands the aged General* lies ; 

♦ Frederick duke of Schomberg, killed July i, 1690. H 
was burled in Saint Patrick's cathedral ; and honoured witl 
ta e/>itaph by Swift. See ^gUih Poets, vol. XL. p. 225. ¥ 

Tha 
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There let frcfli garlands flbvirifli all the year^ 

And o'er his tomb eternal laurels rife. 
The aged General, who, train'd-up in warr 

Grown old in fights, yet i\one fuccefslef^ kHCWf 
And now his fall indecent would appear, 

.But in the held, and when vifVorious too. 
And now proceed ! the conquering King attend 1 

But lo ! he *s gone ; like lightning cuts his way j 
See Fame herfelf lies panting far behind, . ^ 

And only Conqued bears him company. 
Whither, great Prince, ah I whither would you prefs ? 

Stake not that life againft a worth Icfs foe, 
For which all kingdoms were too mean a price ; 

England has all flie afks, while fhe has you. 
Yet you for us uncertain chances prove, • 

To fame throu;sh toil and danger force yoar wayj 
Though here foft cafe, and a fond people's love,. 

And a yet fonder Princefs, court your flay ; 
A Princefs, worthy partner of your throne,. 

No ornamental burthen, ufelefs pride ; 
A Princefs you, cv'n warlike you, may own. 

Who can your cares, as well as Joys, divide;. 
You here in foft vicarious eafe might fit, 

And diftate battles from a lazy thronej 
You by vicarious courage might grow great, 

, And crown your front with laurels not your owo. 
But greatnefs you through arduous paths purfue. 

You ihare in danger, as in fame, require, 
And fcarce your health its iveedful care allow ; 

Your people's eafe is aH that yoa defiie. 

R'4 ^ 
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So the kind Sun, witk ncTcr-ccafing toil, 

Large journeys takes, its bledings to difpenPt; 

But the dull Earth fits idle aU the while, 
And undiflurb'd enjoys ks influence^. 

THE METAMORPHOSIS OF A BEAU. 

IN IMITATION OF OTID. 

BY PHILIP F LETCH ERf, M. A. 

FELLOW OF KEW COLLEGE, OXFORD. 

/^iELIA, a rural nymph, but wondrous fair^ 
^^ Each fliepherd's wifli, and Venus* chiefeft care. 
For fcornful Fopling felt a lover's ftame j 
But what ihe felt, her fex forbad to name. 
If fondnefs (much as modefl nymphs may (how) 
Could win to tender love a fcornful beau ; 
If eyes have language (and I 've heard in love 
The fair-one's eyes have eloquence to move); 
Ten thoufand times fair Cslia fpoke her p^n. 
Ten thoufand times the fair-one fpoke in vain* 
But, ah ! ho\y hard a fcornful beau to move. 
When courted by the fair to tender love ! 
Fopling with pride her captive beauty vicw'd, 
' Beauty which none but Fopling e'er withilood. 

* This maybe poetry, but is not phllofophy, favomrinj 
more of the Ptolemaic than the Copernicaii fyftem : u we 
know, vice ver/a, that the Earth << takes large journeys," 
and the Sun, in a manner, « fits idle." D. 

f Second fon ftf the former writer, afterward^ deaa of 
JKildaxei &c. See p. 243. P. 

FuU 
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Full well he knew the ardent maid's intent, 

And what thofe eyes, and what tiiiac fondoefs meant $ ■ 

Yet could that fondnefs and thofe eyes bfthold^ 

Yet be perverfely dull, unmov'd, and cold': 

Till thus the nytnph, with indignation fir'd, 

Nor more by rage than flighted love infpir'dy 

In angry tone rebuk'dthd heedlcfs beau, 

Who fuch contempt for fuch a nymph eoolH ibow S 

" And is It thus yoU treat a tender maid^ 
Is thus my fondnefs, thus my love repaid ? 
Obdurate man ! I was not wont to fuc. 
Nor ever knelt ro any fwainlrut you. 
No ; at my feet would proftrate Damon Ifc^ 
And on his Caelia gaie with wifliful eye ; ' 

At Caelia's feet has fuppKant Thyrfis bow*ci{ 
And gay Damaetas, *midft the rival crowd, 
Ador'd fair Catlia as a power divine, 
An altar rais*d, and call'd it Catlia's fhrine. 
Thus reign'd I long the miftrefs of the plain> 
Envy'd by nymphs, and lov*d by every fwain j 
Till, molt ungrateful, but reiiftlcfs man \ 
From feeing thee, my harder fate began. 
And canft thou ftill refiife my proffered love } 
And has poor Caelia loft her art to move ?" 

Thus fpoke the nymph ; and thus, with ufual prkJe 
And ufual fenfe, the icornful beau reply 'd : 

"iWhat babbling's this ! — ^impertinence of chat I 
Of love, (brines, ihepherds, nymphs, and Gad knovrt ■ 

what 1 
Pr'ythee, fond girl, give o'er this odious tale^ 
Hoi tlitnk thy ruflic charms can e'er prevail. 
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What fancies to the mind can pride impart? 
An4 cand thou hope to win Sir Fopling's heart ? 
No ; let tby Strephons and thy Damons die ; % 

Thou may*ft be wondrous fair in Thyrfis* eye, > 

But, for a beau to love ! — In faith, not I.*' J 

He faid ; and rapt his box with fcornful air, 
Turn'd lightly on his heel, and left the fair ; 
"Whf thus in tears invok'd the Powers aliove. 
But moft bcfought the gentle Qjicen of Love. 
" Venus ! if e'er )'ou view'd an injur'd maid. 
If pity e'er your tender breafl eflay'd, 
At length attend to injur'd Caelia's prayer, ^ 

By indant death remove this anxious care, i 

Or punifh him who causM my fad defpair. J 

Deftroy that form, ye Gods, whence fprung my grief. 
And let revenge fupply finccre xelief !" 

Thus ardent pray'd the nymph, nor pray'd in vain; 
The Powers of Heaven confent. The Paphian queen 
Swift to her aid defcended in a cloud. 
Which might from mortal ken tlie goddefs (hroud ; 
A powerful phial in each hand (he Ix>re, 
Charg'd with black poifon from Cocytus* ihore. 

Jufl then Sir Fopling it his mirror flood. 
And thus l)efpoke the image that he view'u : 
** Sure from thofe eyes no mortal nymph can fly. 
The lucklefs fair that views them once mull die. 
Thofe lips, that (hape, that mien, muft furcly move, 
(If c*er Adonis did) the Queen of Love." 

Venus o'erheard his boaft : " And, for thy pride. 
This inilanc lofc that boafled form^*' (he cry'd j 

. « Hence 
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** Hence (if a goddcfs may aright picfagc) 
pent in the narrow coDfioea.of a cage^ ( 

Thou, by whofe pride fo many nymphs defpair, 
Shalt live the toy, the paftimc of the fair.** 

Quick o'er his limb) the powerful juice (be threw. 
As quick tb^e fudden transformation grew. 
At firfl how Hartled was the beau, to fee 
In various colours glow his fmart toupee ! 
Fad to his head it grew ; and, as he Arove 
^ith eager arms the wonder to remove. 
To pinions changed his arms (for chang'd they were) 
Bore the unthinking Fopling into air. 
In talons lofV, his feet forfake the ground, 
His oval face, by fudden change, grew rouncL 
Juft in the mid (I, a horny beak took place. 
And flood the crooked gnomon of hi$ face t 
Qjiick to a uil his length of ribbons grew, 
But in the tail retam'd tlieir various hue. 
O'er every point the roetamorphofe ran. 
And in a tawdry parrot hid the man. 

Thus much^uld Venus to the outward frame | 
His palTions and his mind are ftill the fame : 
Still he delights in empcinefs of ihow. 
And charters Hill by rote — like any beau. 
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INSPIRATION, anacreontic; 

BY. MR. P. FLETCHER. 

A S kte in penfive tnood I fate, 
•* ^ And <ireartn-*d of beauty and of ftatCj 
A fudden paflion feht'd rty foul ; 
*Twas Love J atjd who" can Love control ?^ 
"With furious hafVt I fnatch'd the pen, 
Hcmm'd twice<—ftar'd round — then hemm'd agun^. 
Koft from my chstir, and cut a caper, • 
Threw by my gloves, then feii'd the paper 5 
Sate diowiv : ** and now, ye powers," faid I^ 
•• *Tis ifcne : far hence, ye vapours, fly j 
No more ftall Melancholy move^ 
I *11 write of Beauty atid of Love : 
Venus and Hebe fttaH attend. 
And Cupid be my dcarefl friend ; 
Mad from this inftant will I be 
With Beauty, Love, a«d Poefy» 
But fince to aH the fcribbling throngji 
Before each Bard begins his fong, 
*Tis grown an-nnrrcrfal faihion^ 
To beg and pray for infpiration^ 
In fuppliant form (as Poets do). 
To thee, Melpomene, 1 fue : 
With all thy flames my breaft in(pirc> 
And fill me with poetic fire. 
Fill me with raptures till I drain, 
And burd with love at every vein*** 

. Ifp.ket 
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1 fpakc J and thus the Mufe reply *d, 
'«< To me, "by Fate, that power's deny*d. 
If in fuch cafe you hope for aid . , 
From us, you quite miftakc our trade. 
You Poets make no other uffes .^ 

Of us, poo« girls, you call your MufcSf ' ^ 
Than juft, when, in a Icribbling vcih,- y 

You fnatch the pencil or the pen, ' ~ T 

With honeft care to guide your hand| i 
But if your wit be at a ftand, ' '* 

Mifs Jenny's * cheeks, and lips, and eye, . . T 
Can more than all we Nine fupply:." i\ 

- ■ • ■•..'; . ' "• • * 

IN SOCIOS SENIORES C'pPL. ^f^*^* 

</^UAM bene potando Seniores Damona fallunti 
^C Scilicet, in iiccis amhulat ille l(JcisL" ''- 

PARAPHRASED BY MR, P. FLETCIiiR, 

Tr\RINK, fays old Sophift, ahd then fear no cviy 
^^ *Tis thus alone that ^c can cheat the Devil x ■ ^ 
iHe lualketh through dry f laces — thi^ we knowy 
^Uid fo keep <wetting wherefoe*er we go. 

^ Mifs Jenny Lambert, afterwards Mr^ Head. Bif 
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TRU.TH AT COURT. 

BY M R. P. FLETCHER. 

^^OW fie upon'c ! quoth Flattery, 
^^ Thffc arc bad times indeed for me^ 
Spuro'd by^the man, and in the p^ace 
Where lead I thought to raect difgrace : 
And yet I faid the fineft things — 
" Thou young, but righteous, bed of kings. 
Thou wiio — " abrupt he turn'd av^ay, 
And with an air, as who ihould fay, 
" Go (hew that gentleman the door, 
And never let me fee him more.'* 
Shock'd, I withdrew— when, to enhance 
My fliame, X ilr«ightway faw advance. 
And take nriy very place, forfooth, 
That ftrange, old-falhion'd fellow, Truth. 
O ! how it grievM my heart to fee 
* The difference made *twixt him and mc ! 
I of each fanguine hope bereav'd. 
He, with a gracious fmile receiv'd : 
And vet— (or greatly I roiftake) 
The monarch blufli'd whene'er u E fpake j 
For he, though in a plainer way, 
Md every tlung I meant to fay *. 
176X. 

• The fulfome compliments that were paid his prcfent ma- 
jefty, at his acceflion, by fome of his chaplains, and the man- 
ner in which they were received, occafioncd the above. D. 

THE 
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THE CAUSE OF INCONSTANCY*. 

BY SIR WILLIAM YONGEfi BART. K.B.LL.D.P.R.S. 

TT O W have I heard the fair lament 

■*' -*• Mens' falfehood, and their wretched fate ! 

How few arc with their fpoufe content I 

C r conflant to their fighing mate I 
How feldom fouls below are join'd, 

For one another fram*d above I . . ^ 

How feldom pairs of hearts we find 

By Heaven ordainM for mutual love I 

Thus 

* This poem mnch rcfcmblcs Dr. Watt$*i '* Few happy 
" Matches," Engliih Poets, vol. XLVI. p. 2L7. (except that 
this is comic and that ferious) j on which the laft Lord |«yt« 
telton has fome arch remarks in one of his letters. Sir Wil* 
liam Yonge himfelf experienced the inconftancy of one of his 
ladies, and had a divorce. See p. 256. D. 

f Sir William Yonge was reprefcntativc for Honiton, in 
the firft parliament called by King George I. and condantly 
ferved in tl\e houfe of c«»mmons till his death. On the fecond 
of July 1717, he was appointed one of the commiflioners for 
taking, examining, and ftating the debts due to the army. 
On the fecond of April 1724, he was conAituted one of the 
lords commiiEoners of the treafury, in which commiilion he 
continued till the acceilion of his late MajeO^y ; and was 
ele6^edoneof the knights-companions of the Bath, on the. 
revival of that mod: honourable order, in 1725* On the. 
firft of June 1728, he was made one of the commilfioners of 
the admiralty, wherein he continued till May 11, 1730, when 
he was again made one of the comimffioners of the treafury s 

and 
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Thus mens* inconftant fouls they blame, 
■" Ft)r w'skit of khoWTcdgc, OT'ofthoughti 
.. ,. While all this, wl)ilp 'tis in fhe.framp 
Of both our bodies lies the fault. 

When Jove h'a^ made this little ball ' ;- * 

For four-legg*d beafts and creepingthihgs, * 

At length he fbrm*d, to govern al!, ' ' 

A two- Icgg'd creature without wings," * 

■;. ,: ..... ■ 1 Millions 

-and in 1735 "^^s cQnillnited focrptary'at war, and (worn of 
his Majeily's moft honourable prlvy-^council. In July 1739, 
Ijc fWas appointed 'cuftos''fotulorum oP'the ctrtint^^'of Car- 
narvon ; in May 1746, one of the joint vicc-treafurers of 
](neland 1 and the fame yt^ar was oi^raf irhr committee of the 
lioufd ofcorritAons foF>managIng the inipeachmeat againft 
JLord Lovat f in 1747, he was elcAed t6 peudiamciit for Bodmin 
and Tiverton, but took 'his feat for the Jatrcr. He was alfo 
TangcT of Hampton Court. He firfr married Miry^ daoghtcr 
of Samuel Hcathcotc, of Hackney in the county of Mid- 
dlefc^, Efq. from whom he was divorced, without iflue by 
her, 1724, and enabled, by a€t of parliament, to marry again. 
On Sept. 14, 1729, he married, fecondly, Anne, daughter 
and coheir of Thomas Lord Howard of Eifingham, by whom 
he had ifloe fourfons and fix daughters. He died Auguft 10, 
I7551 and was iucfee^ded in title and eflate by his fon. Sir 
George y6nge,'th^'^f«ttt baronet. He affiled Roome m 
Writing a ballad opera, called *' The Jovial Crew,** aAed at 
Drory Lane in 1731 ; and m his political chara^er, if he 
did not podefs the firft-rate abilities, he was confidered as au 
ufeful man by Sir Robert Walpole, with whom he was 
ftriftly united. The late Lord Chefterfield, wbo fecms to 
hAYC had fome prejixlic« againft him, reprefitnts him in a 

very 
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Millions of thefe he mide at once, 

To fave himfelf all future trouble ; 
And men and women for the nonce 

By pairs, like tallies^ he made double. 

Then from Olympus' dreadful top. 

Well ihaken in a bag together, 
He tofs'd them down» and let them drop 

Juft as it pleas'd the wind and weather* 

Some fell in Afia, fome in Greece, 
In England fome, and fome in Spain: 

But feldom two of the fame piece 
In the fame climate met agaiii. 

Hence men, when grown in riper years. 
Remembering this thoir former making, 

Hunt up and down to find their pairs ; 
And women too in the fame taking. 

very unfavouraUe light. In the 273d Icuer to hit fon, he 
lays, *' Sir William Yonge, with not a quarter of your 
" parts, and not a thoufandth part of your knowledge, has, 
" by a glibnefs of tongue fingly, raifed himfelf fucccffivcly 
** to the beft employments of the kingdom : he has been lord 
*' of the admiralty, lord of the treafury, fccretary at War, 
'< and is now vice-treafurer of Ireland ; and all this, with a 
*< molt fullied, not to fay blaftcd charaAer." A fong by 
Sir William is in the " Gentleman's Magazine" for 1736, 
p. 103 ; but the fubjeA renders it improper to be inferted 
here. Thofe by Lady Mary Wortley Montagu and Sir 
William Yonge, in the fixth tolume of Mr. Dodfiey's Col* 
legion, are well known. N. 

Vol. VI. S Some 
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Some prove too ihort, and fome too tall. 

This is too big, and that too little 5 ' 

A fault they 'rc'furc to find in all : 

Few ever tally to a tittle^ • ■ ' ? 

By chance a pair may meet, and love, • 
And fpend their lives in blifs together-: 

But when they tumbled from above, 
It muft be mighty temperate weather. - . 

From hence the murrpiirtng fair may fee , ^^ 

Mens' hearts are not to blame one bit.-s 

Our fouls would never difagree, ^ , 

If once our bodies did hut fit, 

SIR W. YONGE TOA LADY, 

ON HIS RECEIVING A HURT IN ONE OF HIS EYES. 

i TTOW vain iirc all the joys of man, 
•*• •*■ By nature lx)m to certain forrovvc. 
Since none, not ev'n the wifeft, can 
Infure the plcafuros of to-morrow ! 

Thtfe eyes, lb late my envied boafl, 

By Caclia priz'd above all other. 
See one, alas ! for ever loft, 

Its fellow weeping for its brother. 

Yet ftill I 'm blcft, while one remains 

To view my lovely Csulia's beauty ; 
^cr looks will eafe th* acuteft pains, 

^Vith tendered love and chearful duty. 

Had 
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'Had I for her iij.battje.ftrovc, 

The fatal bl^w I 'd m^ with pleafure } 
And ftill, to provcj^vy cpn.ft^nt love, , . :. _^ 

With joy I 'd lofc iiiy,{ingie.trea^r€. 
rEv*n then the beaxitics^ofhet^rniiwi ...: 

Would amply ;blefc hetv'&iihful lovQr^ 
He muft be deaf, as well' as Wind, 

Who can't my Caelia's charms difcorejc. 

Ev*n then I M find one (olid blifs, ' 

Which Heaven to me ildnd'tlirpeiifes 5 ' 

Though doaf and blind," her bdltpykifs' ' ' 
Would ravifli tht remkitiirig' ferff^§. '■'""' 
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E P I S T LET '0'" MR. KL. ; 

BY S I J8. W .1 L.jL ,1 A M , Y p -N /G E, 

T TNSKILL'D in Greek br Roman tongue,' 
^^ Which words* aife • (hort, and wWcJi ire' Idng, 
To thee thefe hdftier-fpttfi tines I fed, • ••' 
Not as a fchoUr; b^t sl^fridnd. 

Here I might: (hew from wife txamplc; - 
In work elaborate and -ample, 
trhac^ Monger,' though he wrote in Greece, 
Wrote M4flat his' mother tavight-him fpeak. 
Horace andVirgil*s learned Latin 
iW:^^ wluic, when boys,they *is'd to prate iu : 
That all fam*d Birds (except the Dutch, 
If ever there were any filoh^) 
JSave writ the poems they excel in 
Jii the famexongue they learu'd to fpell in. 

S a To 
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Newton (hall lead our ravifh'd foufs 
Through houndkfs worlds beyond the pofes*j. 
From ftar to ilar direft our way. 
As certain, and as fix!d as they. 
Examples were but vain, to prove 
Our nation's boaft, our country's love t 
A land of patriots, brave and free, 
While all mankind are (laves but we. 
To what a height true wit can reach. 
Let Waller and let Congreve teach. 
And if we needs mull write by rules,. 
Without th' afliftance of the fcHtx)ls, 
In ffowing vcrfe, and lines well wrought,'. 
What Horace, what Q^intilian thought, . 
(Join'd with a little mother-wit) 
Rofcommoo and our Pope have writ. 

The Fair, who be ft the Mufe infpire. 
Who warm the heart, and tune the lyre, 
Superior to all former dames, 
Inhabit now the banks of Thames. 
Th' Egyptian queen the ancients boaft, 
For whom the welT-fought world was loft,. 

Tell me, dear H , thou can ft tell, 

Thou know^ft the dead and living well, 
Could die her haughty charms compare 
With her, who rcprefcnts her here } 
Old Homer's theme, the Grecian dame,. 
Who fet whole nations in a flame. 
No more had been the beauteous prize,. 
Had they beheld Lavinia's eyes ; 
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The Greeks for her alone had drove. 
And Paris had been falfe to love. 

Thus taught, and thus infpir'd, I write 
What friendlhip, atid what love indite; 
Free from each modern witling's vice. 
Envy, and'ilander, fiattei^, lies : 
To pleafe our pride,, or gain our end. 
Each jefl (hould facrifice a friend ; 
While one's ill nature joins to piaife 
What t'other's malice dully fays. 

In peace my harmlefs minutes pa(s 
'Twixt buHnefs, beauty, and a glafs ; 
Nor want I aught my foul to chear, 
But thee, to join in pleafures here : 
Thus may I live till life (hall end. 
And love my miflrefs, country, friendr , ' 

A PASTORAL BALLAD. 

BY CHARLES HAMILTON LORD BINNING «w 

"p\ID ever fwain a nymph adore 
"^^ As I ungrateful Nanny do ? 
Was ever fhepherd's heart fo fore ? 
Was ever broken heart fo trufi ?- 
My eyes are fwell'd with tears j but fke- 
Has never ihed a tear for me. 

If 

♦ Son to the late carl of Haddington, and father of the 

fTcfcnt carl, and alfo of the prcfent countefs Stanhope. To 

a fine undcrAandin^;, improved by an excellent education^ lie 

S 4. ^olixed 
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If Nanny call'd, did Robin ftay. 

Or linger when fhe bid me run ? 
She only had the word to fay» 

And all (he aik*d was quickly done : 
I always thought on her { but (he 
Would ne'er beflow a thought on me. 

To let her cows my clover taftc. 

Have I not rofc by break of day * 
When did her heifers ever faft. 

If Robin in his yard had hay ? 
Though to my fields they welcome were^ 
I never welcome was to her ! 

If Nanny ever loft a ihcep, 

I chearfully did give her two 5 
Did not her lambs in fafety (leep 

Within my folds in froft and fnow ? 
Have they not there from cold been free? ^ 

But Nanny ftill is cold to me. 

'jcnned all the engaging qualities of the heart ; and, had ke 
lived, would have been an ornament to his country. A ten« 
der conftitution threw him into an early lingering decay, 
and the fame diftemper that robbed England of her Shaftef- . 
bury, deprived her lifter nation of her Binning, and at the 
fame place. He died at Naples, Jan. 25, 1732-3, regretted 
by all who knew him, near the tomb of that Roman poet 
whofe writings he fo highly admired, and whofe manners 
he fo nearly copied, leaving his father not long to furvivc 
his lofs. Another poem by Lord Binning, intituled, ** The 
<* Duke of Argylc's Levee, fpokcn by Col. Chartres,'* may 
W fecn in Gent. Mag. 1740, p. 87. N. 

Whene'er 
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Whene'er I climb'd our orchard trees, 

The npcft fruit was kept for Nan j 
Ohy how thofe hands that drowned her beet 

Were ihing, I *ll ne'er forget the pain I 
Sweet were the combs, as fweet could be ; 
But Nanny ne'er looked fweet on me. 

If Nanny to the well did come> 

' fwas I that did her pitchers fill t 
Full as they were I brought them hamtp 

Her corn I carried to the mill. 
My back did bear her facks } but (he 
Would never bear the fight of me. 

To Nanny's poultry oats I gave, 

I 'm fure they always had the beft t 
Within this week her pidgeons hdvc 

Eat up a peck of peas at lead. 
Her little pidgeons kifs, but (he 
Would never take a kifs from me. 

*Muft Robin always Nanny woo ? 

And Nanny (lill on Robin frown ? 
Alas ! poor wretch ! what ihall I do» 

If Nanny docs not love me foon } 
If no relief to me (he *ll bring, 
I 'U hang me m her apron-firing* 



A LE T* 
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A LETTER TO A F R TE N 
TRANSLATED FROM THE LATH 
BEING THE CHARACTER OF A TOWN LIFE, 
FROM rENTOJ**S COLLECTION. 

A T laft the grateful Mufe prcfiimes to fend' 
•^*" A prcfcnt to hex patron and her friend : 
And, that the prcfcnt might Ik furc to plcaf<v 
She fends it cloath*d in a poetic drefs t 
Satire infpires, and (he attempts to foar. 
As dauntUfs as old Dryden did before* 
For who can fit. to fee a modern fcene, 
Or if he fits, not almofl burft with fplecn ? 
How can he bear the novices of rhyme, 
Who murther fcnfe in vile ungodly chime. 
That once has tailed .what the ancients wrote, 
How vaft their gQnius, how fublime their thought^ 
Where perfe6t beauty charms in every line, 
Where every fmgle. letter founds divine? 
Tell me, if when you read great Dryden o'er. 
Or fearch the riches of JR^ofcommon's ftore. 
Do you not feel fuch tranfport in. your mind. 
As if all human cares were cad behind ? 
Have not thofe charms on your difeafe prevail'd^ 
When all their alkils and their acids fail'd ? 
O that like them I could prefume to fly, 
Full of their tuneful, godlike energy I 
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Tliat Ilike them might with my vcrfes heal! ' 
Who hut repeat tliem, and the patient 's well*. 
But, oh ! my (liiggini blood that tafk* denies. 
And backward to ray heart confusMly flies : 
The fickly Mufe no longer dares to foar, 
Since fpiteful l^hoebus has refused the power.. 
But, left by this I wholly feem to want 
Senfe to purfue what I 'm obliged to grant, 
•I" fend you this, in hopes that you 'II approve 
What comes not from my wit, but from my love. 
You a(k to know, fmce you have left the town^ 
What courfe I take to drive my minutes on. 
At fix I rife, and fludioufly withdraw 
T* explore fome quirks and quibbles of the law. 
Till twelve (no very pleating taft: you '11 fay) 
1 turn o'tr Cok'e and Hobart for a plea, 
With many more as pert and dull as they : 
Names which were never known to Mufe before, 
But yet, by learning fiich a. thriving lore,. 
I) may at laft fomc wealthy honour get. 
As a reward for all my toil and fweat : 
Whilil: posts, as the vermin befl'deferve, 
Muft be content to be admir'd'and ftarve. 
At twelve I lav afidc my books, and dine^ 
And, if my ;v>ckets liberally incline, 
Ltoafl your iiLikh in many a glafs of wine.. 
But if my mind 's contrafted in itfelf, 
Which always fympathifcs with my pelf^ 
My bufmefs done j when (hades obfcure the hillv 
And poets great and fraall repair to VVill's i 

Which 
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T€lls how his.couragc'ftemm'd the raging flooc)^ 
A^d gain*d the iborCy and drown'd the fields in blood, 

The females too^are mingled in thefcene^ 
One daub'd with tinfcl, of a lofty mien, 
AfFe£ts to ftridein ftatc, and ftruts a queen. 
One innocent: as a young virgin fhows, 
Another *s a coquette, and bites the beaux. > 
One takes a freedom not to be excus'd, 
And one (hews how hard mothers (hould be us-cU . 

The plot now thickens, where at once I view 
In miciai^ure whatever: mortals do : 
Tbeir councils, inantiers, plotting, ^and afifair;, 
Tjieir follies, vjces, afteftations, v/ars-: 
Biit if the play grows -dull, and not yet dark, 
I feek my female friends, and 'fquire them to the park^ 
Where, with fome cdiearful chat or amorous play, 
We help to ihift the- lazy hours away. 
Sometimes we talk;of ipve, and what 's.it^^caufe^ 
How wild it wanders, u ore ftrain'd by I11WS4 
How {Irange its n)ot)ons leap about thebearr. 
And pleafe us rootl, when mod they make us faiart.-: 
How it mufl a£t to propagate defire. 
And bum our vitals with a fecret fire. 
Hence to the ladies lodgings we retreat. 
And take a game at cribbage or picquet ; 
Or bring fome reputation to the teft, , 
Or gaul our nciglibours with fome glancing jeft-: 
Tea in the midft we drink and repartee 
(For fcandal always goes along with tea). 
Thus we beguile the hours in full delight, 
Xii^ ^»y turns up the genial time of night : 

Thca 



I 



Then tir'd witKwhat I can no^more enjciy. 

(For {Jciaftire 'slufcious, and wiU quickly cloy), 

I feck my borne, and to relieve ray painj 

Swop into i)edy and fnore till (iK ag^in. . - 

WhiMl you, my friend, the deareft in my love, 
Imbibe the health of foroe fweet cojuntry grove, ■ 

And far from to\;^n, remote from noifc aijd care, • 
Refrefli your lungs with truly viul air.; •. 
O ! may the God$ releafc you from yoiit pain. 
And give you to my widow'd anns^gaini 
Thus mouni'd: AciuUes for Patroolu% flaio. 
Grant that' the town may yet enjoy you.r,%ht, 
As once yoijiwcrc, all healthful,, vigorous, .brighti 
To pafs with plcafing chat the tedious tiight; 
•' graift me many fuch witlK>,vt an «nd^ ■ , 
As that, ii^ which. dear you anf} onie more;frien4f . /t 
Drank, like the famous bards of yare»iJtt wine, ■ ^■ 
Health ar^dipcofpenty ..t-o ;|11 the Nine: -^ 
And gave the bards themfelves a praife fo true, - 

As could nop' come from any, buticom you. 

ADVIC/E TO A TGUNG TEEl. 
B.Y ; MR. T. B A T E». 
FROM FENTaN'S. p^[?i,.fc:]^T JQN. ;y 

W EST others tempt your youth with praife not due, 
*— ' And tell you what yourfelf too foon would knov,' 
Till Flattery's breath with Fortune's blelTings join'd, 
itifle your -virtue, and corrupt your mind j 

* Sec voL V, p. 146. 
3 Stuiy 
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Study yourfelf, know haman nature weU» . 
And view the things that make vain mortals fwdU, 
The things that fouls above the vulgar pleafe i 
But view them, fbripp*d of their enchanting dxtist 
Kor 'midft thofe thoughts with ralh difdain refiiic 
This dull defcription of a rural Mufe. 

Life in its fpring difplays a glorious fcene. 
Vigorous like April, and like May ferene^ 
The {breams of pleafure flow as ne£tar pure, 
AttnGt the fenfes, and the foul allure. 
The fond young man is ravilh'd with the tafie^ 
Smiles, drinks, and dreams the reliik long will laft; 
And giddy with the fumes, and with conceit. 
He deems himfelf for all great a6tions fit, 
A Cranmer in the church, and Burleigh in ths fbtb 
fioundlefs his hopes, fiintaftic are his fohemes. 
And gay ideas fill his golden dreams. 

But, oh ! how foon the naufeous dregs wnTc,. 
Difgufl the palate, and pollute his joys. 
Troubles intrude, and worldly cares prevail. 
The brain is heated, and the vifage pale. 
The toils of day invade the peaceful night. 
And fling the foyl, and in black dreams affiright. 
Augufhis you will ftyle thrice h^ppy prince — 
Hear firfl his groans for Julia's vile offence t 
The vanquifh'd world this godlike roan adores. 
This godlike man domedic ills deplores ; 
O'er realms of flubborn men he can prefide. 
But can't at home one wanton daughter guide : 
Her death he long revolves, fhock'd with defpair, 
The parent and the judge his bofom tear, 
a 
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This fcene appeafcs Cleopatra's ghoft, 
Pandaria gives her back what A6tiuin loil* 

Nor outward ills alone our pride chaflife ; 
From our own frame corroding forrows rife. 
Difeafes, barbarous armies, havock make, 
Whilft aches and pangs the yielding fortrefs (hake« 
Beauty and flrength are with relu^ance ned, 
Potions are drunk, and loathfome rules obey'd ; 
The pulfe oft numbered with a filent care. 
And Death feen hovering in the hazy air. 
The. foul her empire would maintain, but fails. 
For m the ftrife the mortal part prevails. 
See our undaunted Henry ^ loth to yield, 
He combats ficknefs, and will take tlie field. 
The fearlefs hero in his litter goes. 
But finds his fever worfethaa Gallic foes j 
His vigorousrmlnd could caufe, but cannot heal 
An ill fo fatal to the public weal. 
Vanquifli'd at length, the pious prince retreats. 
And in the bloom of life to grifly Death fubmits* 

But you n^ay ihun difeafes baneful power,. 
Nor pine away ip an untimely hour j 
McKofe old age, incurable difeafe, 
Stalks on, and foon does the frail being fcizc 5 
TirM with himfelf, he company defircs. 
Which fcornful flies, for company he tires. 
Now penfive on his (laff he walks alone. 
Too confcious what himfelf in youth has done : 
So changed his country, that he feems to (land 
An ufclefs gazer in a foreign land* 

♦ Henry the Fifth. N. 
Vol. VI. T S^ 
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So chang'd hitnfcIF, he 's fcarce the withered (hade 

Of the proud thing in robes of glory clad. 

Edward *, on^e a6tive as the joyful fun, [* Edw. IIL 

Loaded wich ypars, him(elf but loads a tlironc. 

The rays fo languid, and the fhadows .great, 

Almofl^his EngIKh wiih their fun would fet. 

A fordid woman's f bufy .projefts flain [f Alice Pierce 

The fplen4id annals of jthat martial reign. 

Still fome remains of blifs old age enjoys. 
But Time voracious thofe remains deftroysj 
Till it can pought but naked life devour : [hour* 

lor this the dotard weeps, and dreads th' approaching 
Grim Death regardlefs knows not how to fave, 
But drags the (rembling prey to his ungrateful cave* 

You fmile, and call this pleaching ; be it (o. 
But, Sir, this preaching does relate to you. 
That the chief good you wifely may embrace. 
And add frelh luflre to an ancient race, 
Nor trifle with your life, and wafte your days 
la deeds reproachful, or inglorious eafe. 
Let Reafon fway, be deaf to Pleafure's charms. 
And Death prefer to Circe's wanton arms 5 
Never forget what to your God you owe. 
And chcarful pay what to your country's due. 
Firm to your friend, and to yourfclf be true. 
Be decent ; but no ilave to empty rules, 
The wife man's torture, and the joy of fools. 
Thus hoary Mentor fpeaks, who loves you weW, ' 
And beft the dangers of your ftate can tell ! 
You yawn, and fay, you *re fafc; I fay no more, 
But think what cre^res fwarm on Nile's too fertile (bore. 

A WISH 
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A WISH TO THE NEW YEAR*. 1705. 

JANtrS ! great leader of the rolling year. 
Since all that 's pad no vows can c*er reftore. 
But joys and griefs alike, once hurried o*cr, 
No longer now deferve a fmile or tear ; 
Clofc the fantaftic fcencs 1— but grace 
With briglitpft afpefts thy fore-face, 
While Time's new offspring haften to appear. 
With lucky omens guide the coming hours. 
Command the circling Seafops to advance, 

And form their renovated dance, [powers. 

With flowing pleafures fmught, aiKi blefs'd by friendly 

Thy, month, O Janus ! gave rne firft to know 

A mortal's tr-ifling cares below ; 

My race of life began with thee.. 

Thus far, from great roi&fortunes free. 

Contented, I ray lot endure. 

Nor Nature's rigid laws arraign, 
' Nor fpurn at common ilU in vain, 
Which Folly cannot fljun, nor .wife Kefle6l:ion cure* 
Bu5,.ob ! — more anxious for the year to come» 

I would foreknow my future doom. 

Then tell me, Janus, canft thou fpy 

Events that yet in embryo lie. 

For me, ip Time's myfterious womb ? 

Tell me — nor ihall J dread to hear 

A thoufand accidents fevcre j 
I *11 fortify my foul the load to bear. 
If love rejected add not to its weight. 
To fiuiih4aie in woes, and ciuih me down with fate* 

♦ From Fenton'sColkaion, and probably by himfclf. JC. 

T * ^'^ 
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But if the Goddcfs, in whofc charming eyes, : 
More clearly written than in Fate*s dark booik^ 

My joy, my grief, my all of future fortune liesj 
If Ihc muft with a ]efs propitious look 
Forbid my humble facrifice. 
Or blafl: me with a killing frown ; 
If, Janus, this thou feeft in (lore. 
Cut fliort my moical thread, and now 
Take back the gift thou didft beftow ! 
Here let me lay my burden down. 

And ceafe to love in vain, and be a wretch no more* 

TO SIR GEORGE LYTTELTON, 

ON HIS HOUSE AT HAGLEY. 

BY RICHARD MEADOWCOURT*, M. A. 

TTERE Pallas dwells : fhe built thefe (lately towers 
•*--*■ On clafTic ground, and near Parnaflian hills j 
She form'd thefe fmiling lawns, thefe folemn bowers, 

Thefe ever murmuring ftreams, and ever tinkling rills . 
Delii>hted with her Lyttelton*s domains, 
Where fit the Mufes, and Apollo reigns. 
Though Hagley's dome for graceful ftrength may vie 

With Grecian domes, and down from age to age 
Tlie tooth of Time and Envy (hall defy; 

Thy learned pen and thy hiftoric page, 
O Hagley's juflly honour'd Lord ! ihall raifc 
A far more lading monument of praife. 

'^ Fellow of Merton College, Oxford; prebendary of Wor- 
cefter, and author of "A Critical Diflertation on Paradife Re- 
gained, 1748." He died Sept 8, 1760. Some interefling particu- 
lars of him may be fecn in Mr. Duncombe's Celleftion of 
'' Lrtcrs ofEmm^l Pcrfon^,*' vol III. p. 75. N. 



C ^77 ] 
THR STAGE: A POEM 

INSCRIBED TO JOSEPH ADDISON, ES(^ 

BY MR. WEBSTER », OF CHRIST-CHURCH, OXON 

This poem was written lafl Summer [1711], upon the fol- 
lowing occaiion : the Speftator*s account of the ** Diftreflcd 
** Mother" had raifed the author's expeftation to fo high a 
pitch, that he made an excurfion from college to fee ihat 
tragedy a&ed, and upon his return was commanded by the 
Dean to write upon the Art, Rife, and Progrefs of the 
Englilh ftage ; which how well he has performed is now 
fubmitted to the judgement of that worthy gcntlcrtian to 
whom it is infcribed. W« b s t e r. 

O I N C E all the din of war begins to ceafe, 

^ And Britain's harrafs'd fons expedt a peace. 

Since now her prudent fenators defign 

To change their laurels for the Gallic vine. 

To view lefs horrid fcenes of death prepare 

The painted terrors of a theatre ; 

Where, Mars ftill rages in the Poet's lines, 

Where the fwoln flood (lill reeks in warlike rhymes. 

Where cannons but in loud defcriptions roar. 

Nor wave in echoes frightful to the (here , 

Where the Ihrill trumpet's clangor charms the ear, 

And beauteous circles, without trembling, hear 

The loud-mouth'd thunder of a fancied war; 

* This poem is afcribed by Jacob to " Mr. Reynardfon, of 
<* Baliol College, fon of a Turkey merchant, colleclcr o; :hc 
" cufloms atBrifloI, and author of an excellent ode on Divine 
<* Vengeance." I can only fay that the name oi TVeh/lcr js 
printed in the title-page of the original edition ot 1713 } and 
that the poem is well YToilh jtcfcnitv^. "^^ 
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If by an unfeignM wound fomc hero dies, CfY*^ 

Love ihoots the guilty darts from their too murckrous 

Nigh where \ as when on Nafeby's fatal plains. 
The brazen fteed the royal martyr reins, 
A convent once (if we may credit Fame, 
And Hill the garden keeps its ancient name) 
A convent once there flood, a ftruflure made 
To (hun the world, where now the world is play*d.j 
How decently 'twas built, what (^.ns t' atone, 
What order fill*d the place, is yet unknown. 
Perhaps the fpot where now flands Powell's f flage. 
Where Punch chaftifes fpoufe with prompted rage. 
Was then fome Friar's cell, where all unfeen 
The pious Father fed his facred fplecn ; 
Nor Fiends nor VVitches then were feen to fly> 
While Priefts and Holy-water were fo nigh. 
No Lovers there in rhyme rchears'd their moan. 
But if a figh was heard, 'twas penitence alone. 

As length the world broke- in, and now the Player 
Attra£ls the Beau, the Critick, and the Fair 5 
Ev'n in the place which once the Monk pofljcfs'd 
(Strange (hift of fcenes !) fat Dominick 's % the jeft* 

Sweet is the flourifh when tlve curtain draws, 
Sweet is the crowded theatre's applaiife; 
Sweet are the drains when billing Lovers parle,. 
But rough the cat-call and the Cridck's fnarl. 
Rough was the language, unadorn'd the ilage. 
And mean his hero's drefs in Shakfpcare's age : 

* Charing-Crofs. W. 

f Under the piazzas of Covcnt Garden. Seethe fcxton's coni- 

/Jaint, and an encomium on Powell, in the Spectator, N ^ 14. N. 

/ Z>r/den's " SpaniruVrytiT."" "W, No 
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Ko fcepter'd Kings in royal robes were fecn, 

S<!»-ce couW her guard defend their tinfcVd Q^ecn j 

Scarce could the houfc contain the liflening Ihoal", 

Searce had the mimic thunder room to roll ; 

But then wives, fubjefts, friends, 'tis fung, were true^ 

And beaux (if fuch in England were) were few : 

Raiewerc their follies : this the moderns found, - 

And prudently, iince knaves and fots abound. 

Since crimes enlarge, and fopperies prevail, 

Enlarged the ftage, which ought to bt their flail. 

Now foars the theatre, a (lately pilcv 

Itfeif an emblem of the tragic ftyle. 

Firm to its bafe, yet lofty to the fights 

Lofty, yet each way equal to its height, 

Plain as the fhepherd-nympH in rulfct weeds,' 

Yet gracefu'l as the aftrelfcs it breeds : 

Each mcaneft obje6i: props the main deiign, 

Art, Nature, Ufe, and Ornament combine. »^ 

Here -wreath'd Apollo with his heavenly lyrfr 
Inflames the Mufes with poetic fire, 
Their tuneful drains the jocund Mufes fing, . 
And tributary Bands their inceafe bring j 
The God, with pleafing looks and crowns of bays^, 
•Smiles on their labours, and rewards their lays- 
Here have I fcen (and oh the pleafing fight !) 
Love, Hate, and Fury, in their trueft light j 
Here, when his crimes in publick glar'd, I 'vc fccnc 
The blufhing Ictcher curfe the babbling fcene, 
Whilft he whom confcious Innocence feCures,, 
Uttlefs when Virtue wrongs or fcorn encfurcs,^ 

T 4 Smifca 
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Smiles unconcern'd, as Socrates is faid 

T'have fat at Athens when the Clouds • were play'd. 

Sometimes the Tragic Mufe deftruftion breathes. 

And ftrews th* embattled fccne with bloodlefs deaths j 

Spmetimcs a merrier garb the Drama wears. 

And every vice and every folly fneers. 

His judgement great, and great mud be his crafty 
That undertakes to make his audience laugh s 
'Tis not a natural ninny muft be fliown, 
Expofe the coxcomb, not the fimpltton. 
The barbarous wretch, that toils to ridicule 
An honeft, harmlefs, unconceited fool, 
As well, with Hamlet in the play, might ilave 
To prove a villain is an errant knave. 
When ShadwcU gives his ideot clown f a mifs, 
Gorg'd with the naufeous afs, true criticks hifs, 
Hifs, and with reafon bid the fcribbling nify, 
Go read Qaintilian J de mtyvendo rifu» 

Nothing can more provoke a righteous fpleen 
(Like that of Collier) than an impious fcene. 
In Spain their martyr'd Saints (a fight prepofterous) 
Kneel on the ftage, and fing their Pater Nofters. 

* The " Clouds," a play of Ariftophanes, where Socrates 
is throughout fatirifed, at which, when reprefented, he was 
prcfent, and Ihewcd not the leaft concern. W. 

f Young Hartford, in his " Lancalhire Witches." W. 

% " Stulta reprehendere facillimum eft, nam ex fe funt ri- 
dicula, fed rem urbanam facit aliqua ex nobis adjedio," 
Quimilian. W. 

This 
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This error claims the contrary extreme^ 
Religion is for plays too great a theme, 
A theme that aiks a more refpe£i:ed coat, 
A tongue that docs not only move by rote. 

Let thofe who dare attempt the Tragic Mufe^ 
Some (landard author for their pattern chufe; 
The man who Nature reconciles with Arc, 
Who knows each pafs, each folding of the heartu 
Who tyrannifcs o*er the foul, is he : 
Such Shakfpeare was, fuch Addifon will be. 

Such Shakfpeare was indeed ; for who can guarj 
His inmod foul, when Shakfpeare plies it hard ? 
Can he that has a child, an only child. 
As Hotfpur headftrong, and as FalftatF wild. 
See Bolingbroke in anguiih for his fon, 
Sec the king's forrows, and forget his own ? 
And can that child behold Learns good old age^ 
All dropping wet, come frantic on the flage, 
Or hear that impious pair his daughters play'd. 
Yet not his own ingratitude upbraid ? 
He mufl, he mud, 'tis Shakfpeare reprimands ; 
What guilt fo bold his pious pen withdands ? 

All hail, immortal Bard, thy Mufe difarms 
Each vice, and even when a ilattcrn charms. 
Thou canft celcilial fentiments exprefs. 
Or necromantic rites in all their horrors drefs. 
So the fam'd (Jod of Eloquence (who fmil'd 
On thy great birth, and chofe thee for his child) . 

In either region's language did excel, 
At once th' interpreter of Heaven and Hellr 

Immortal 
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Immortal Bard, all hail ! may every Spring- 
Around thy tomb the Nymphs of Avon bring f 
Around, ye grateful Nymphs, around him tread^ 
Kecord his beauties, and bemoan him dead. 

All hail, immortal Bard ! thee witlings damn^ 
For errors fcarce enough to prove thee man r 
Errors there arc, for who fo partial fees 
The Brince of Playwrights in his Pericles ? 
But when the youthful Dane ta raptures fwelb 
At the fad tale his poifon'd father tells; 
Whfcn Caefar triumphs, when his murderers plot. 
When Hecate deceives the valiant Scot ; 
When Fairies round the ring, when Spirits fly, 
Compeird by magick from their native Ik}', 
I know him then, I know the Mufc's fhrine, 
'Tis he, 'tis he himfelf, 'trs Shakfpcare, 'tis divine; 

None may attempt the next great Poet's fan>c, 
Whilft Dcnham's numbers blazon Jonfon's name; 
'Twas ho firft meilipdis'd the Mufc's rage, 
To him we owe correftnefs on the ftage j 
By traciag Jonfon's humourifts and lays, 
Even blundering ShacKvell now and then can pleafe* 

Apollo thus to bend his bow, 'tis faid, 
Upon a fenfelcfs ftone his lyre he laid j 
Th' infc6lious harmony :he maible caught, 
His inftrument a new one ftrait begot ; 
The ftone when ftruck on imitating flill 
In fcebTe founds the mafter godhead's (kill. 

ShadwcU perhaps may coaft along the Ihore,^ 
'fivLl fears the dangerous ugly deep t' explore. 

JonfoB 
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Jonfon alone with wit and jtidgcmcnt braved 
The rifing ftortn, and quells the raging wavesf 
Here dlAant twinkling beauties rarely meety 
There's a bright galaxy of dazzling wit. 

But like the Graces, nioving hand in hand, 
Fletcher and BcaAimont next the ciown command- r 
The fit l\ too far prefi«ning on hie wii^ 
His lavi<h lays luxuriantly writ y 
Whilft Beaumont modelM every darling thought^ 
And interpos'd his beautifying blot. 
Taught him to manage the Pierian ftecd, 
Oc curb him clofe, or urge his utmoft fpccd, 

Xlinerva thus, to rout die Thracian God^ 
In the fame chariot with Tydidcs rode r 
Ibhe wields the whip, his forward courage chides. 
His fiery felf and fiery courfers guides, 
Nov checks their hade, now thunders o'er the plain> 
The Hero darts the fpear, the Goddefs rules the rein;. 

Fletcher, when fir'd with a poetic heat^ 
Was ever rarablmg after rant and wiftj 
'Twas then his friend, all forrify'd with rufcs, 
Show'd hin^thc fcene could tickle none but fools. 
Convinced, amaz'd, the guilty Poet flood, 
And" blufh'd himfelf (hould ever think it good. 

So- Bacchus, when he drove his conquering car 
0*cr fun -burnt climes, and wg'd the Indian war, 
Soon as the generous grape had reached his head^ 
His troops to many a raib adventure led 5 
Silenus faw the fault, by his advice 
The God allay'd hi? rage, and cool'd his cup with ice*. 
3 Long 
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Long felt the Drama an inglorious dearth. 
Nor wept the Tragic Mufe, nor fmil*d the Comic Mirth, 
At length his lyre harmonious Pryden finings 
Exceird in hoth, and both alternate fung. 
At firft indeed he made his heroes rant. 
Or quibbled Folly in his Wild Gallant r 
Buty as in muftc, when the artid long 
Has try*d each note, and dwelt upon the fong^ 
The firings become familiar to his hand. 
Around his lute the Graces take their ftand ; 
He rifes in his ikill, the crowd controls. 
And robs his ravi(h*d audience of their foals. 
Our Author fo, when perfcft in his art, 
Alarm*d the brave, and feizd the fair-one's heaiit. 

So Nature's workmanlbip, in paint difplay'd. 
By mellowing Time more beautiful is made. 

So Nature's fclf, whom he fo well could painr^ 
Afts as at firft Ihe fufFer'd fome reftraint : 
The tender babe of Icfs than pigmy iizc. 
Wrapt up and jellying in the cradle lies. 
By juft degrees his little limbs dilate, 
By juft degrees improves his growing ftate. 
At length he ftretches to his utmoft fpan, 
And looks, and ftalks, that lorcily creature. Mail. 
But what fo potent churm, what chain fo ftrong^ 
Can curb or filence the malicious tongue ? 
Superior merit on"^thc Laureat drew 
A Blackmore, Milbourne, and a Montagu; 
Angred at laft, he threw his pencil down, 
Nor ftrovc again to pleafc a thanklefs town, 

4 Wrapp 
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TrappM in the Prophet's robe arofe his friend, 

jngrevc alone the Hero*s bow could bend, 

Dnjfrcve, His fecond-felf, his Conereve rofe, 

nd foars like Dryden, and like Dryden flows* 

Thus did Achilles from the duOy plaia 

aden with bavs and injuries abftain ; 

ut when Patroclus to the battle went, 

is golden panoply the Hero lent j 

nd him fo well the mighty arms became, 

) like Achilles all his graceful frame, 

3th hoft a-gazc the raging war fufpend, 

nd none but Phoebus knows him from his frifitr* , 

Thy Comic Mufe, and truft me, Congreve, I 

'^ith greater truth than Forciight * prophecy, 

ir as thy Ben can fail, or waters flow, 

Kcciv'd with praife thy Comic Mufe ihall gO| 

cfs her, ye Lovers, for from her the Faif 

ave learnt to prize the conflant in defpair, 

D more your (ighs, no more your tears are fcornM^ 

It ** Love for Love" fliall ever be returned. 

Some know the fock and fome the bufkin's paccj 

*t Congreve treads in both with equal graces 

'hen drcfs*d in widow'd weeds his Mufe appeailv, 

'ho can refufe the ** Mourning Bride" his tears ^. 

So when Adonis dy'd, her grief became, 

'ell as her former mirth, the laughter-loving dame* 

►ng would the labour be, and vain the toil, 

> (ing the mafler-flrokes of Otway's ftile, 

^ An illiterate old fellow, pretending to underftand aflro* 
y. See « Love for Love.*' W. 

Ev'a 
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Ev'n the moft loyal muft his Pierre commend, 
Uor can his Orphan ever want a friend. 

Read Etherege, you that would appear «jentcel ; 
The friend, the father, and the miftrefs, Steele : 
How foft the fcene where Cihher paints the beau ! 
How manly * Wycherley \ how moving Rowc! 
The lays how ftrong ! how paflionate the page! 
When Granville's Agamemnon jnounts the (lagei 
How loud the din when his magicians fight ! 
When good Ufganda f battles for her kniglit. 
Spirits of air with Daemons dire engage, 
Loud t)2jpder burils in volleys, lightnings rage, 
Shoot!^ Jfl blue ghadly gleam acrofs the darkened flage. 

And thou, O Addifon, no more detain 
The free-born CatoJ, ftrugglingin his chains 
'Tis Liberty he loves, difcloie tliy vafl deGgo^ 
And let u^fee that every Mufe is thine. 
And now the Ids proudly rears her head. 
See o*?r her .flowery lawns the Goddefs tread, 
ThecT) Heliconian Deity, I know, 
Accept the verfc thy ftceams have taught to flow. 
But hark ! fhe claims aloud the laurel wreath, 
To bind the temples of lier darling Smith, 
Alas ! to bind his temples ! — he '« no more.. 
But wanders iilent on the Stygian (hore ; 

♦ An. epithet peculiar to Wyoherley. See vol. IV. p. 351. 

f His «* Britirh Enchanters.'* W. 

J Though Mr. Addifon's celebrated tragedy was not « 
iplcted when this poem was written ; four afts of it, wl 
h^ been planned during his travels, had been read by fev 
«f his friends. See Dr. Johnfon's Life of Addifon. K. 

L 
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Long fince the promised Bard in all his pride, 

3n blooming beauty, like his Phaedra died. 

O were the Youth, the Youth fo long depIorM, 

Like his Hippolitus to life reftor'd, 

Myriads of Jierocs fhould with him revive. 

And in his labour'd lays triumphant live. 

But-liold ! To fmg fuch Poet's praife requires 

A genius great as Addifon's or theirs. 

Do thou, my Mufe, defcribe the bright abodes 

Of wits, of cits, of critics, beaux, and bawds. 

Of venal emperors, and eartMing ^ods. 

Low lies the tribe^ .commanded by theijox. 

That damn a play, or fign it octhodox, 

The pit they^l, the pit where punks patrol, 

Thefe look a luring leer, and thofe a gloomy fcowit 

Footman and 'prentice bawl in upper air. 

Bright in the middle fits enthpon'd the fair. 

But neither footman's ideot laugh can pleafe. 

Nor wounds the fiercer xritic's envious hifsi 

Peign but, ye circles of the fair, to fmile. 

Well is the Poet paid for all his labour'-d ilylc. 

Now turn, and fee, where, loaden with hex fteigbtt 
A damfel ftands, and orange-wench is lugbt$ 
Set ! how her charge hangs dangling by ihe tkn^ 
Sefi ! how the balls bhifh o'er the baikct-brim | 
lBuc little thofe fhe minds, the cunning belie 
Has other fifli to fry, and other fruit to felli 
Sec ! how (he whifpers yonder youthful peer | 
:8ee ! how he Imiles, and lends a greedy ear. 
At length 'tis done, the note o'er orange wrapt 
Mm .reached the box, and lies in lady's lap ; 

S«ck 
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Such Atalanta was, fuch golden fruit 
GainM the fair murdcrefs in the hot purfair. 
Poor pretty proflitute, thou kind relief 
To longing Lady, and to Gallant's grief; 
May that foft hand which both the boxes knoWf 
Plump as thy orange in their fcrvice grow ; 
Still vend thy fruit, ftill give the billet right. 
So may both colours in thy cheeks unite, 
Th^ fruit's vcrmillion, and the billet's white I 

But hark, a fight ! by fome briflt fpark indited^ 
It is decreed the ladies mud be frighted. 
I hear the foldiers and the clarions roar. 
And fee the battle enters at the door. 
Some two diftinguifh'd chiefs decide the caufe. 
Who Jike true heroes bleed to gain applaufc. 
Porters in red with brandilh'd whinyard vie. 
Fight as good friends, and for their living dicf 
Here fome the fabre's blunted terrors wield, 
There javelins fplinter on the fun-bright fhield. 
Their foils clafli horrible, their feulchions jar, 
A harmlcfs hubbub, and a pointlefs war; 
Each chief fubmits to what his roll decrets. 
Or conquers bravely, or as bravely dies. 
Meanwhile with throats expanfive, vifage glum. 
Legions of ftcntors trumpet, ihout, and drum, 
Sound an alarm, retreat, rout, rally, overcome. 

So have I feen, when'cuftard was the prize. 
Whole troops of trencher-men and trainbands rife. 
Like more than men with formidable pride. 
Charge to the promised dinner up Chcapfidc, 

Prcfcnt 
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Prefent their pieces, pop, huzza around. 

And (hake themfelves, and ihake the fmoking ground. 

Say, whence their armour, whence the calk cnchas'd 

With beamy gems, the cuirafs richly lac'dj 

The waving plumage, and the burni(h*d crefl } 

Say, whence the coat of mail, the tempered fpear ? 

Say whence the hero's helm, the king's tiar. 

And whence in gory robes aifaffin'd fpe£trcs glare ? 

High o'er the flage there lies a rambling frame. 
Which men a garret, players the tire-room name; 
Here all their (lores (a merry medley) fleep. 
Without diftinflion huddled in a heap. 

Hung on the felf-famc peg, in union reft 
Young Tarquin's trowfers and Lucretia*s vcft, 
Whilft, without pulling coifs, Roxana lays 
Clofe by Statira's petticoat her ftays. 
Hard-by a quart of bottled lightning lies, 
A bowl of double ufe, and raonftrous iize ; 
Now rolls it high, and rumbles in its fpeed. 
Now drowns the weaker crack of muflard-feed. 
So the true thunder, all array'd in fmoak, 
Lanch'd from the ikies now rives the knotted oak. 
And fomctimcs, nought the drunkard's prayers avail. 
Ah ! fomctimcs condcfcends to four ale. 
Near thefe fets up a dragon-drawn calafh. 
There a ghoft's doublet gapes a frightful gaih. 
In crimfon wrought the fanguine floods abound. 
And feem to gutter from the dreaming wound. 
Here Iris bends her various-painted arch. 
There pafteboard clouds in fullen order march; 

Vo L. VI. U Here 



Here ft*"*^!* '^ftkk by g^«=« »f cvw*'» **^' 
Here ««**'* cudgel. *«**.^^„f„fion tife 

^■''':SoW^'«ttt°pV.Vc tongue 
!^rS«non.on''^;J,^"i«ehung-. 

Ue flott«* . „ftv to tA« ^/*^' ,„e's pri^«' 
At \cngt\^ ^^' f^^;,en'd. »f :^^,, drew, 

^:f*--^tSracene;-^- 

, ,,„oV. ^»' » ^°' tte d>e<i ]«'^' '*' "cry ^«^« 
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Still, at the worft or beft of plays, the tawa 
With pleafure liften'd to their Bettertoa. 

So in the fenate, be k to declase 
A well-concerted peace, or dreadful .war. 
The fanae delight, the fame applaufe, is ihown 
2y Anna's peers, when Anna .mounts the throne* 

With other looks, yet fcarce inferior grace, 
^okes* trod the (lage, and ihambled in his paccu 
Pleafant buffoon ! to what an artful fcrcw 
Hts withered. chops the merry whorefon drew! 
What pencil can defcribe his grotefquemien. 
The cuckold's fneaking leer, the noncon grin, 
The wire-hung limbs, funk eyes, and pecked chint 
Thus furnilhM, thus dcform'd, thus bent with age. 
With feeble ftcps he limp'd acrofs the ftagc, 

* *' Nokes was an aftor of a<julte different genius from any 
1 have ever read, heard of, or fcen, fince or before his time j 
And yet his general excellence may be comprehended in one* 
article, viz. a plain and palpable fimflicity of nature. — His 
perfon wa« of the middle fee, his voice Clear and audible-; 
his natural countenance grave and fober ; but the moment 
he fpoke, the fettled ferioufnefs of his features was utterly 
difcharged, and a dry, drolling, laughing levity took fuchfull 
polTeflion of him, that .1 can only refer the idea of him to your 
imagination. In fome of his low chara^ers tlut became it, he 
had a ihuffling fhamble in his gait, with ib. contented- an ig- 
norance in his afpeft, and an aukward abfurdity in his gef- 
tiire, that had you not known4iim, you would- not have be- 
lieved that naturally he could have had a grain of common 
fanfe." See his charaAer more at large in Cibber'a Apology, 
p. ii8 ; whence this Ihortnotc is extra^edt Jif. 

U a There, 
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There, drawling honfenfe from His haggard jawsy 
Difpell'd the fplccn which Betterton had caus'd. 
In Homer thus the (lave and hero channs; 
Tbei fitcs pleafcs, but Achilles warms. 

Siiil may you live, immortal Aftors, crown'd. 
Still miiy your praife from pole to pole refoundf 
For ftill you live — in dufl the vulgar lie. 
But never muft theatric heroes die; 
Secure of fame, the ftroke of fate they brave, 
As if, by afting Death, they learnM to mock the grave. 
Whilft Shakrpeare*s, Dryden*s, Rowc's, and Otwjiy*s 
Are fung, and flourifli in the book of fame) [namcy 
Barry • and Bracegirclle • (hall fhare their praife, 
And Hve for ever in the Poet's lays. 

Here would I fettle, here my fancy raife. 
And ranfack Waller to complete their praife : 
Powell f forbids ; and, with a haughty tone, 
Frowning, demands to have his merits known* 
And great they are, and worthy to be fung; 
But oh ! ftill dwelling on their owner's tongue ; 
Big as the voice of war he mouths his roll. 
Each accent twangs majcftically full. 
When Alexander dies, he gives the fair 
Tortures as great as thofe he feems to bear ; 
When Oedipus rends forth his eyes, with tears 
Each forrowing beauty almoft puts out hers ; 

♦ The two principal A£^refle6. Of thcfe, fee feveral curifc 
ous particulars in Cibbcr, p. 132, 141. N. 

f Of Powell, who was " vain enough to envy BettertoA 
as bis rival," f«e Gibber, p. 166. N/ 

When, 
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When, by H«nnione*s difdain undone,. 

Diftraftion.feizes Agamemnon's fon. 

With artful rattling wheeze, he draws his breath. 

Seems in the very agonies of death; 

He foams, he flares, he ftorms a madding note^ 

And all the Fury thunders in his throat. 

A godhke air, quick eye, and accent fmooth, 
With all the manly graces, ihine in Booth. 

Blefs'd with an aweful port and lordly mien. 
The pleas'd fpe6lator dreads a king in Keene'-. 

Not fo in airy Wilks; with chearful grace,. 
The cartlefs rake (its fpaikling in his face. 

Others there are, whofc voice and gtilure claim 
In pompous verfe a never-dying fame: 
Others there are — but how ihould we defcribe 
The various beauties of the diftant tribe ? 
We hop'd, alas ! we hop*d a nearer view f, 
And farther, fanher ftill our wilbes flew; 

* Thcophilus Keenc was a performer of no very great re- 
putation. He was born of Diflenting parents, and educated 
at the Prclbyterian aca«lemy in liittle Britain, being dchgned 
by- his relations for a DifTeming teacher. A ftrongpropenlity 
to the Stage inducing him to counteraft the intentions of his 
friends, he abandoned them, and went into «i company of 
ilrollers, with whom he continued till he was received at 
Drury Lane. This theatre he afterwards quitted for that lz 
Lincolns Inn Field<^, and was Joint manager with Chrlflophcr 
Bullock. He was thrown from his horfe fome time in the 
year 1718, and died a few days after at the age of i?8 years. 
The majefty of his performance is fpoken of by fcveral of 
his panegyrifts. R. f The Players lafl fummer wert 

expe^ed to play at Oxford, but were ordered away. W- 

U \ ^^ 
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Bat oh ! thofe hopes are o*er; and, grief to fay^ 
Superior gravity has gainM the day*. 
Yet tax not us, Tragedians ; tax not thofe 
Who never can be real merit's foes j 
We grudge you neither refuge nor applaufe, 
Yourfelves forbid, yourfelves your abfeoce caufc*. 
The fatal caufe is fatal excellence, 
*Ti$ your own Santlow f baniflies you hence ; 
For fhould fee hither all her beauties bring, 
Nothing but her each youthful tongue would fing;- 
Learning lefs fair would fhine ; and every Mufe| 
For brighter beauties fcorn'd, her lover lofe. 

Should Oldfield then, the bright-eyed Oldfield jo!B> . 
Her complicated charms, her form divine j 
Should aief like Heclor's widow, as of late, . 
Mourn her Aftyanax's * double fatei 
All, all would love her like Achilles* fon> 
All would like him be taken, and undone. 
Tis fakl young Ammon ||, when return'd from war^ 
Was with an eunuch*s z6iion ta*«n fo far, 

* Dr. Warton obferves, that many of Dryden's Pi^logaes 
were written on occafion of the Players going to Oxford; "a 
c«ftom,.fays he, for the neglect of which no good reafon 
can be afTigned ; aad which was introdaced by that polite 
fcholar and fcnfible governor Dr. Ralph Bathurft-, Dean of j 

Weils and Prefident of Trinity College, while he was Vice | 

Chancellor of the Unlver.fity." It appears from Cibber's { 

Apology, that the players went to Oxford after the perform 
ni.ince of Cato. R. 

f Afterwards Mrs. Booth. She lived till Jan. 15,1773. R. 

} Her part in the <' Diftrefied Mother." W. . 

J^ Pbrarch, in the Life of Alexander. W. • 

TJitt, ^ 
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Thar, fpitc of royalty, he ]eap*d for joy, 

Leap'd from his throne, and kifs*d the fervile boy; 

Oh could he but have fcen upon the ftage 

Oldficld in the forfaken Loveit * rage ; , , .' 

Struck ^ith the fight, the fon of Libyan Jove- . 

From admiration foon had lofc to lav& ;. 

A warmer kifs had given the nuptial iigny- 

And all Statira's conqueror been thine. 

And yet, with all tlieir beauties, all their cars^ 
Nor Santlow, Wilk-s, nor Oldficld, pleafe the fain .. 
BIcfs'd with their pr aide, Italian fongfters thrive, 
A beaver-race, that geld themfelves to live. ; 
Strange force of whimfy ! that the fair ihould prize 
A warbling vagabond whom all defpiCe! 
Ev*n to himfclf of old an eunuch feem*d 
Worfe than a beaft, though now fo much efteem'd j ; 
*f?b frogs by Frenchmen are as dainties fVew'rf,' 
And what was Egypt's pi ague- is France's f«od» 

How odd the fancy, how abfurd the fight I 
To fee that Hercuksf, who in one night 
Full fifty dames in heat of blood contented,' 
Now by a faplefs gelding reprcfcnted ; 
With greater juftrcc from the Lydian queen, 
Since dwindled from a man, he learnM to fpin.' 

For loftier lays, and nobler chiefs than thcfc, , 
Th' ingenious % builder rai»'d hrs edifice 5 
The architeft, whofe every work proclaims 
The Terence and Vitruvius of his times ; 

* A.cbaraftcr in Ethcregc's M.in of Mode. R. 

f A new Opera fo called. W. 

J Vanbrughj of whom, fee vol. IV. p. 537/ Ki ■ 

V 4-. rxxk 
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The builder— but a nobler ftnifhire's praife^ 
A nobler architeA, commands my praife, 
A princefs, who, by righteous arms abroad. 
At home by fifty temples rais'd to God, 
At once the French and Stygian tyrant braTCS^ 
At once the chriflian and the fubje^t faves. 

Ilus*s niggard Ton *, to raife his Troy, 
The Gods and great Alcides did employ ; 
That done> ungrateful grew, nor would defray 
His hero and the hireling powers their pay j 
But our more pious Princcfs, who no lefs 
From Heaven and Marlborough has derived fuccefs. 
By giving Blenheim and thefe piles, has given 
Their jufl rewards to Hercules and Heaven. 

TO A LADY IN A FEVER. 

PROM RALPH'S COLLECTION. 

A ROUND your couch while iighing Lovers vxew^- 
'^•^ Wit, Beauty, Goodnefs, fuffdring all in you. 
So mournful is the fcene, 'tis hard to tell 
Which face betrays the fick, and which the well : 
They feel not their own pains while yours they ihare^. 
Worfe tortur'd now, than lately by defpair. 
For bleeding veins a late relief is found, 
When iron red hot, by burning ftops the wound* 
Their former anguilh now they wifh t' endure. 
And would on any terms obtain your cure. 
" Grant Heaven ! they cry, this moment our deiire 
To fee her well, though we the next expire I" 

♦ Laomedon, D. TO 
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TO THE HON. Mlis YORKER 

(AFTERWARDS LADY ANSONf,) 

ON HER COPYING CL0VI0'*S PORTRAIT OF DANTE\ 

BY HER. BROTHBRi THB HON. CHARLES YORKB |« 

'P AIR artift t well thy pencil has eflayM 
"■• To lend a poet's fame thy friendly sud| 
Great Dante's image in thy lines we trace ; 
And, while the Mufbs' train thy colours grace, 

♦ This and the two following poems (firft printed in Gent*. 
Mag. 1770) cannot but be an acceptable prefent to the pub- 
lick; though, at the fame time, they will contribute to embit- 
ter the lofs of the excellent author, by convincing the world 
of what his own rtiode&j concealed from all but his intimate 
friends, viz. That Mr. Yorke's tafte and proficiency in po- 
lite literature were only e;(ceeded hy his great abilities, dili- 
gence, and integrity, in his own profeffion. D. 

f On the death of Lady Anfon there is an excellent poem> 
hy Mallet, in the Englilh Poets, vol. LII. p. 329. N. 

J This noble and eminent perfon was the fecond fon of 
the lord chancellor Hardwicke. He had been, for many 
years, in the firft reputation at the bar ; and, haying paflcd 
through the offices of folicltor and attorney general, war,, 
himfelf, made lord chancellor in January <7'7o, but died 
fbon after his appointment to that high dignity — LuSuoJum 
b»e fuis; acerbum fatrice) grave bcnh omnlbui, Cic. — I 
borrow this note from Bp. Kurd's admirable " Introduftion 
to the Study of the Prophecies concerning the Chrlftian 
Church." Mr. Yorke, who had been nominated one of the 
truftees for the LeiStu re at Lincoln's Inn, was appointed lord 
chancellor Jan. 17, created lord Mordcn Jan.- 18, and diec 
Jan ao, 1770. N. 'V\j«. 
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The Mufe proj^itious on the draught (hall fmiley. 

Nor, envious, leave 6^fuTig the generous toil. 
Pifture and Poetf^ ^ft Icindred claimv " 

Their birth, their genius, and purfuits the iame ; . 

Daughters of Phoebus and Mmerva, they 

FTom the fame fources draw the heavenly ray ♦;. 

Whatever earth, or air, or oceaa breeds^ . 

Whatever lu^cury or weakoefs needs ; 

All forms oT beauty Nature's (benes difclofc. 

All images inventive arts coippofe ; 

What ruder pafBons tear the troubled breaft,' 

What mild affeiSHons footh the foul to reft^ 

Each thought to fancy magic numbert raife, - 

Expreifive pi£^ure tothe fenfe conveys. • 

Hence in all time* with focial zeal confpiine 

Who blend thatints, and who attune the lyre^^ 

See ! in reviving Learning's infant dawn; 

Ere yet its precepts from old ruins drawn, 

Sham'd the mock ornaments of Gothic tade. 

New artifts form*d, each Grecian buft repWc'd j 

Ere Leo's voice avvak'd the barbarous. age, . 

Opprefs'd by monkifh law and Vandal rage : 

See I Dante, Petrarch, through the darknefs drive, 

And Giotto's f pencil bid their forms furvive ! Whctt 

♦ In like manner, the late Mr. Hawkins Browne (* 

poet alfo and a lawyer), in juftificatlon of his own and hk 

friend's propenfity to the bemx^artsy thus expreffes himfel^^ 

** They err, who think the Mufcs not allied 

To Themis, both are of celeftial'birth,^ 5c<c.** 

Ode to the Hon. C. Y. in DodOey's Pceins^ 

vol. II. p. 289. D. 

f Giotto, the fchdar of Cimabu, and the firft painter 

9i 
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When now maturer growth fair Science kne\xr». 
Titian* her favoured fons ambitious drewj. 
Not half fo gioud with princcs-to .adorn 
His tablets, as with wits lefs nobly bonv. 
Ariofto, Aretincj yet better ikill'd 
Gn Lectcis and on Virtue Fame to build: 
Thef^iq their turn inftru6l the willing fong». 
The painter's fading glories to prolong. 
In later times, hear Waller's polifliM vcrfc . 
The various beauties of Vandyck rehearfe ; . 
And Dryden-in fublimer flrains impart 
To Kneller praiie more lading than his artf. 

Friendibips like thefe from time, receive no laviE^. 
Contraftcjd oft with thofe we never faw.j 
In every art who court an endlefs fame 
Through didant ages catch the facred fiane.. 
S^ec Zeuxis J, warm*d by Homer's rage" divine. 
With rapture read, and what he reads, defign ! 

of any genius that appeared ia Italy, worked, at Florencrf^ 
"was the contemporary of Dante and Petrarch, whofe piAuret 
he drew, and with whom he lived in- friendftiip. Y. 

* Titian drew more portraits of kin^s and princes than 
any painter that ever lived. Ariofto and Aretine were his 
friends and contemporaries, of whom he made piAures. Y.. 

f See Englifh Poets, vol. XIV. p. 151. I» hrs portrait 
of Dryden, prefixed to the firft volume of this CoUef^ion,. 
*the Painter has in an eminent degree repaid- his obliguiooc 
to the Poet. N. 

X Zeuxis, who (ludied Hiomer with particular attention, al« 
ways read fuch parts of his poems as were beft fuited to the 

fubjc^hc had in hand) before he took up hit pcnciL Y* 

See 
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See Julio *, bred on the Famaflian foil. 
With Virgil's grandeur dignify his toil ! 
Clovio t, perhaps, like aid to Dant^ owr*d ^ 
Inilant his figure on the canvas glow'd : 
To Danic*s fame the grateful colours flow. 
And \ r * '. of lararcl bind his honoured brow. 

Thou too, ■■ ^om Nature and the Mufe inrpirCj^ 
Liftcning the poet'- lore haft caught his fire; 
With fo much fpirit :verv feature fraught, 
Clovio n)ight own this imitated draught ; 
And Dante, were he confcious of the praife» 
Would fing thy labours in immortal lays j 
His melancholy air to gladncfs tum'd, 
Nor longer his unthankful Florence mourn'dt 
Fair Beatrice's t charms would lofe their force. 
No more her ftcps o'er Heaven dircft his courfei 



To 



* JuKo Romano, the difciple and favourite of Raphael, 
^as faid to have a pecaliar majefty in his compofitions. 
He was the bed fcholar of the modern painters, and a dili^ 
gent reader of Virgil, and the greateft poets, Y. 

f Julio Clovio lived 200 years after Dant«. The portrait 
of Dante, here mentioned, reprefents him in a melancholy 
po/lure in the fore-ground, looking back on Florence, from 
whence he was bantlhed during the commotions in that ftate 
in which he bore the higheft offices. Clovio's great works 
is a hook of drawings, to be feen at this day in the Floren- 
tine gallery, the fubjc£ls of which are all taken from Dante*! 
|X>em on Hell, Purgatory, and Heaven. D. 

J Beatrice, the miftrefs of Dante in his youth, who died 
many yean before him,, and of whom he fpeaks with great 

afieftioD. 
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To thee the bard would grant the nobler place, 
A.nd alk thy guidance through the paths of peace. 

Oh ! could my eloquence, like his, perfuadc 
To leave the bounded walks by others made. 
Through Nature's wilds bid thy free genius rove, 
i^opy the living race, or waving grovcj 
Dr, boldly rifmg with fuperior ikill. 
The work with heroes or with poets fill ; 
Then might I claim, deferv'd, the laurel crown^ 
Vly verfe not quite negle6ted or unknown ; 
Then ihould the world thy glowing pencil fee 
Extend tlie fnendfhip of its art to me. 

TO A LADY, 

IVITU A PRESENT OF POPE*S WORKS. 
BY THE HON. CHARLES YORKB, 

T^HE lover oft, to pleafe fome faithlefs dame, 
-^ With vulgar prefents feeds the dying flame. 
Then adds a verfe, of flighted vows complains, 
(Vhile (he the giver and the gift difdains. 
rhefe flraihs no idle fuit to thee commend. 
On whom gay Loves with chade Defires attend { 
Not fancied excellence, nor amorous care. 
Prompts to rafli praife, or fills wnth fond defpair | 
Enough, if the fair volume find accefs ) 
Thee the great poet*s lay Ihall bed exprefs ; 

iffc&ion. She is reprefented in the poem as the guardian 
mgel who leads him through Heaven, as Virgil and Scatius 
lo their heroes through Hell and Purgatory. . Y. 

4 TV.-^ 



-jpt MISCELLANY POElSfis. 

Thy beauteous image- there thou may'ft regard. 
Which ftrikcs with modeft awe the meaner bard. 
Sure, had he living^ view'd thy tender youth. 
The blufli of honour, and the grace of truth, 
Ne'er With Belinda's charms his ibng had glow'd. 
But from thy form the lov'd icJca iiow*d j 
His wanton fatire nc^r the fex had fcorn'd, 
?or thee, by Virtue and the Mufe adorn'd. 

STANZAS^ IN THE MANNER OF WALLER: 

OCCASIONED BY A RECEIPT TO MAKE INK, 

GIVEN TO THE AUTHOR BY A LADY. 

BY THE HON. CHARLES YORKE. 

IN earliefl times, ere man had leara'd 
His fcnfe in writing to impart^ 
With inward anguifli oft he burn'd, 

His friend unconfcious of the fmart. 
Alqne he pin'd in thickeft ihade. 

Near murmuring waters footh'd his grie^ 
Of fenfelefs rocks companions made. 

And from their echoes fought relief. 
Cadoms, 'tis fjud, did firft reveal 

How letters ihould the mind exprefs^ 
And taught to grave with pointed ftcci 

On waxen tablets its diftrefs. 

Soon was the feeble waxen trace 

Supplied by Ink's unfading fpot» 
Which to remotcll climes conveys. 

In cleared inuk$t the ftfcret thowgiiu 

Bid 
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Bled be his chemic hand that gave 
The world' tokhowfo' great a good ! 

Jiard ! that .his name it ihould not fave. 
Who firft pour'd forth the fable flood. 

'Tis this configns to endlcfs praife 

The hero's valour, flatefmad's art, 
HfOoric truth and fabling lays. 

The maiden's eyes, the lover's heart* 

If ftill oblivious Lethe live 

Immortal in poetic lore. 
What honours (hall the dream receive 

Sacred to Memory's better power ! 

Who now from Helicon's fam'd well 

The drops celeAial would requed. 
When by Ink's magick he can fpcll 

The image of his faithful bread ? 

This kindly fparcs the modcd tongue 

To fpeak aloud the pleating pain; 
Aided by this, in tuneful fong 

Fond vows the virgin-paper ftain. 

Though dain'dy yet innocent of blame. 
No blufli th' indignant reader warms^ 

:If well exprefs'd the poet's flame, 
Infpir'd by fair Maria's charms. 



PETER 
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PETER TRIUMPHANT, 

OR, SPLIT-BOTTLE DEFEATED. A TALE. 

BY DR. REDMA N*. 



-MagDO de flnmme mallem 



« Qaam ex hoc fonticnlo tantundcm baurire." HoR« 

T) E T E R t to Alhridge went to dine, 

■*• Peter, a lover of good wine ; 

The table is with dainties fpread. 

The guefts advance, and grace is faid. 

In comes the ven'fon — Oh ! how fweet 

Looks Peter on the'favoury meat ! 

See ! how he lays about amain. 

And eats, and drinks, and eats agaiH. 

*Tis done — he 's fill'd — and thanks *re giv«n» 

Firfl to her Grace, and then to Heaven. 

Next come the glalTes — healths go round : 

The bottle foon is empty found. 

♦* My dear," quoth Peter to his friend, 

Sec here ! — all things muft have an end— 

The bottle's out— You, Maftcr Tough J^ 

But han 't I interefl enough 

* Jones Redman, M. A. after being fellov of King^s, 
College, Cambridge, fettled as a phylician at Berkhamfted 
St. Peter in Hertfordihire, where his agreeable company and 
nedical fklll recommended him to general praAice and efteem. 
He died May 6, 1763. D. 

f Dr. Peter Waldo, reAor of Afton Clinton, Bucks. D. 

X The chaplain, rcAor of St. Paul's Covcnt Garden. P. 

To 
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To bid the butler bring another ?'* 

"" Yes fure," replies the holy brother. 

** Hark ye ! you, Mr. what's your name? 

Bring a frefli bottle of the fame 1" 

He goes, returns — -but oh! the fight 1 

Hell could not raife an uglier fprighc : 

He brings (perhaps by lordly hint), 

He brings, alas ! a (ingle pint. 

** What 's here ?" fays Peter in fome wrtth: 

A pint ! — the devil ! — by my troth, 

I '11 fconce thee, puppy, for thefe tricks, 

■I Ml halve the pence, and give but (ix. 

Spite of ycur garb, I '11 pay no more 1 

No, not a farthing : — I have fworc. 

But fetch a quart, and I am willing 

To make that fix-pence up a fliilling,*' 

The quart is brought ; and honeft Peter, 

The bill amended, pays the waiter. 

MORAL. 

Ye Gods ! avert from men divine 
Such eye- fores as a pint of wine I 

TRING-PARK* TRAGEDY. 
BY DR. REDMAN. 
" Par Bobiie fratrum." 
A Brace of bucks, in friend (hip bound 
■^"^ (Such as with man is rarely found), 
Together walk'd, together lay. 
And fed together every day : 

* Jn Hcrtfordihirc, the feat of Charles Gore, efq; D. 
Vol. VI. X Whatever 
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Whatever pafturc one approv'd, 
The other for that reafon lov'd : 
Contented with their gay retreat, 
They envy *d neither rich nor great* 
All their ambition, all their ftrife, 
(Mark this, and blulh, O man and wife !) 
Was, which (hould love his brother moft. 
To all, but one another, lofl:. 

One fault they had ; and, what was that ? 
A fatal fault ! they were too fat; 
For this alone condemn'd to die : 
So wills the keeper, and lets fly. 
One falling cries, " Farewell, dear mate ! 
Fly, fwiftly fly, and fhun my fate." 
Speaking he died. Conf\i(s'd, amaz'd. 
On the dead corpfe his brother gaz'd ; 
He (igh'd, and fobb'd : adown his cheeks 
Faft flow the tears while thus he fpcaks : 
** Thy dying words I nought will heed, 
Nor quit thy fide, but by thee bleed : 
One half is gone ; 'twill be unkind. 
Should t* other linger here behind ; 
Come, Libitina, quickly come. 
And lead me to my faithful chum !** 

While thus he mourn 'd, with grief unfeign'd, 
Achilles-like, his murder'd friend, 
<^ut fteps the minifter of death. 
Shoots him his wifh, and flops his breath. 

If life 's the price for fatnefs paid, 
Tremble for thy devoted head, 

I OTrig! 
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O Trig * ! left thou, in fm as deep, 
ShouUlfl not, fo plump, in whole (kin fleep. 
But hold ! for thy dear lady's t fake, 
Still keep thy broad tfxpanfc of back. 
To fcrcen her, when (he mounts thy heafl, 
From the rude blafts of North or Eaft. 
Goddefs of Health ! attend the fair, 
Wait on her fteed, and blefs the air ! 
Through the mild air thy balm convey, 
Smile on her cheek, and bloom without decay I 
Aug. I, 1750. 

TO MR. DEERE, APOTHECARY* 

ON HIS BIRTH DAY, MAY 4. 

BY DR. REDMAN. 

"O IDING this morning by the mead 
•'•^ Where horfes can 'c be faid to feed. 
Your niarc advanc'd, and bow*d her head. 
And, dropping this her letter, faid, 
** Be plcas'd, good fir, I humbly beg. 
To forward this ;"— then made her 1^. 

* The keeper. D. 

f Mrs. Gore, being then in a bad ftate of heajtb, ufcd to 
take the air behind the keeper. D. 

The above verfes are founded on a true h&, — ^The keepei 
was ordered to Ihoot two bucks in the two parks: Bat after 
he had fhot the iirft he had marked, his comrade came and 
ftood by him in the manner here dtioribtfl; whereupon tbc 
keeper ihot him alfo— 

Quis talii httdiQ 
Temperet a lachrymis } 

X a TO 
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TO MY HONOURED MASTER. 

THIS day, it feems, you give to mirthy 
This day which gave your honour birth: 5 
While others greet you, let me join 
The general joy, and fling in mine ; 
And while your dainties j^ou prepare. 
Oh ! think of nw, and how I fare. 
Snjall comfort in this marfliy ground. 
Where fcarce a blade of grafs is found : 
The bite is ihort ; were it but fwcer. 
The proverb would be quite complete. 
For Venus' fake, who rules this day, 
Kegale me with fome. corn and hay. 
So may Love's Queen, to merit kind. 
Send wife and patients to your mind ! 

ON A CONSULTATION OF FOUR PHYSICIANS. 
BY DR. REDMAN*. 
"D IDING one night to fee a friend, 
-*■ ^ Who lay extremely ill j 
Soon as I reach'd my journey's. end, 
Two dons were at my heel. 

I made enquiry who they were. 

With afpc6l To demure; 
** Thefe, faid the lervant, doftors are. 

My mafler.comc to cure." No 

* "Dr. Redman's epigram on Four Phyiicians, reminds me 
of- the following on two : 

" A fingle Doftor like a fcuUcr plies, 
And all his art and all his phyiic tries ; 
But two Phyficians, like a pair of oars, 
Condud you fooneft to the Stygian (horcs." D, 
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ISTo fooner faid, than in there came 

A third, and then a fourth j 
** Thefe by profcflion are the famc,^ 

All men of mickle worth *." 

Pitying my friend's unhappy cafe, 

I fighM, and fliook my head : 
I fent next morning to the place,. 

To know if he was dead. 
The anfwer 's brought ; ** He *s (lill alive.*** 

" 'Tis ftrange, fays I, hut civil $ 
Few two phyficians can furvive. 

But four would kill the devil." 



ON THE REBELLION IN MY BOWELS, 

AND IN PRAISE OF RHUBARB. 

BY DR. REDMAN*. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR I745, ^^^ SENT IN A LETTEll 
TO A FRIEUD, AN APOTHECARY. 

DEAR SIR, 

TC* OR two nights paftlVe prov'd the fate 
"^ And various turns that oft afFe£i- a ftatcj 
This moment all is calm,- like April morn. 
The next with war inteflinc I am torn; 

* Thus Mr. Garrick, when he was dying, feeing, fcveral 
pKyficians in his reom, faid j 

" Another, and another after that, 
** And the laft fool is welcome as the former."— D. 
X 3 Mv 
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My belly 's pregnant with an armed force. 
And groans and labours like the Trajan horfe. 

1 rife, and call my legions to my aid| 
They come, but lo ! of fome I am afraid : 
In General Jallap I can put no hope ; 
He *s quick, 'tis true, but 'tis to run like Cope i 
Picra is (launch, but then he *s old and flow. 
May flag, perhaps, like Wade, intrcnch'd in £aow j 
Or trim, like Bath's good Earl, and wheel about. 
And add more force to what he went to rout. 
Senna, though Alexandria gave thee birth. 
Though we alV own and reverence thy worth, 
Unlefs with thee fome kind corre£^or goes. 
Thou 'rt apt to wound thy friends as well as foes. 

Rhubarb I of all my troops I *vc chofen you. 
Go forth ! extirpate this rebellious crew !— 
See with what hade he hies him to the field ; 
When powerful he defcends, the rebels yield- 
Mark, how they fly ! at what amazing rate 
They fcour tiefore him to the Podern-gate ; 
Thence rulbing headlong, like the herd of fwine. 
They vi£lims fall at Cloacina's fhrine ! 

Hail, root of Turkey i how my bowels yearn 
To vent their grateful thanks from (lem to ftern ! 
Vif^orious Rhubarb ! thy exploits in colon 
From age to age fliall never fail to roll on. 
And to reward and do thy prowefs right-a. 
We *11 vote a higher price durauti vita* 
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EPITAPH ON THE REV. DR. WALDO *• 

BY DR. REDMAN. 

TT ERE lies Death's chum, facetious Peter, 
•** -^ Both a good fuzzcr f, and a good cater, 
He ate and fttzz'd till feventy-four, 
Then died content — What could he more ? 

SONG. BY SAMUEL COX, ESQ^J 

TTTHEN Stella's charms firft met my eye, 
^ ^ Whilft yet unknown her name, 
A faultering tongue and tell-tale. f:gh 
My paflion did proclaim : But 

♦ See above, p. 302. In Mr. Jeffreys*? poems is an arch 
epigram on this fame Divine, under the title of <* The Twa 
Peters,^* which X ihall tranfcrib«as a curiofity : 

TWO Peters, one 1 Saint, and one a Sinner, 
Ador'd hl& Saviour that, and this his dinner; 
In life an Epicure, in name a Pricfl, 
His Hell no wine, his Heaven a vcn'fon-feaft. 
But here the world a woeful proof may view. 
How falfe Religion works beyond the true j 
Ere twice the crowing cock his notes had try'd. 
The Saint no lefs than thrice his Lord dcny'd : 
The Sinner, faithful to his God of Wine, 
Forfakcs not fo his more frequented (hrine, 
Though thrice the midnight cock repeats his warning, 
And thrice the watchman's voice proclaims the morning. N. 
f Drinker, one of Dr. Waldo's cant words. D. 
X Barriiler at law, of Lincoln's Inn, a man of wit and ge- 
nius, as appeared by many other fugitive produftions, parti- 
cularly that popular fong, " When firft by fond Damoa 
Flarclla was fetn, &c/* He died Oft. 15, 1776, 
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But when her fplcndid birth I knew. 

Ye Gods ! how much I drove 
The guilty paiHon to fubdue^ 

And fcreen my heart from love !' 

Oh ! had I liv*d in happier times. 

When love was free as air, 
And any fwain without a crime 

Accofled any fair ! 

My artlefs vows had try'd to move 

The pity of her breaft ; 
And pity, ripening into love. 

Perchance had made me blcfL 

But wretched I each hope difclaim 

That feeds my fond defire ; 
And every wilh my bread can framc^ 

Shall in that bread expire. 

"What tyrant Cuftom can't approve 

My reafon ihall reje£i:, 
And that which in its birth was love 

Shall only be refpeft. 

But, Stella, fhould a druggling (igh 

From my poor heart get free. 
Or fhould you catch my guilty eye 

When fondly fix'd on thee ; 

Oh I let me, let me be forgiven, 

And think how hard my tafk. 
Since finners may admire that Heaves 

For which they dare not aik, 
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THE INDIFFERENT*. FROM METASTASfO. 

BY ISAAC PACATUS SHARD, ESQ^f^ 

npHE tender haok, the winning fmile, 
■*- No more (hall my fond hopes beguile | 

Nic6, thy arts are vain ; 
The pitying (Jotis my peace reilore. 
Freedom's a golden dream no more. 

At length I 've burfl my chain. 

* Thonghthe beauty of this Ode has tempted fcvcral other 
ingcniods writers to trandate it, no one, it is prefumedyl has 
traced the original with more fpirit and clofcncfs than Mr- 
Shard. There are no lefs than three tran(lations,or imitations, 
of it, in the fecond volume of Dodfley's MifccUanies. The-firft 
was by the Rev. Mr. Seward, Prebendary of Litchfield;, the 
fecond by an unknown writer ; the third by the late Richard 
Roderick, efq. D. 

f Of Peckham, in Surrey, fon of Sir Ifaac Shard, knt. 
and educated at Benet College, Cambridge, under the taition 
of Dr. (afterwards Archbp.) Herring. His father being pro- 
verbially avaricious, Hogarth thought proper to pillory 
him in a pi<Sturc called The Mijer*i Feaft. Hearing this,.' the 
fon, who was then a young man of fpirit, juft come from 
his travels, called at the painter's to fee this picture, and, 
among the reft, alking the Ciceroni whether that odd figurcf 
was intended for any particular perfoo, on his replying 
that it was generally thought to be- very like one Sir Ifaac' 
Shard, he immttdiately drew his fword and (lafhed the 
canvafs. Hogarth appeared inHantly, in gre^ wrath \ to 

whom 
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In rac no wonted ardour glows, 
No more my colour ebbs and flows. 

When on thy face I gaze j 
My heart ne'er flutters at thy name. 
No fymptoms of a lurking flame 

My peaceful breaft betray*. 

At night, in dreams I feldom fee "• 
Thy image ; or firft think of thee, 

When, in the morn, I wake; 
I ne*er, when abfent from tnec, figh ; 
No pain perceive vvhen thou art by, 

Nor any pieafure take. 

If any one thy beauty prize, 
I feel no fofc emotion rife, 

Of at my wrongs repine ; 
I with my rival talk of thee. 
But not one fpark of jealoufy 

Didurbs this bread of mine. 

View me with pity or difdain, 
Alike thy fmiles or fcorn are vain, 

Nor love nor hate impart j 
Thofe eyes have loft their former fway, 
Nq more can find the well-known way 

Once leading to my heart. 

whom Mr. Shard calmly jaflifled what he had done, fay- 
ing that this was a very unwarrantable licence ; that he 
vrasf the injured party's fon, and that he was ready to defend 
any fuit at law — which however was never inftitated. 
There are fome good tranflations and imitations by this writer 
xo Af JT. Poncombe's Horace. * P« 

Chearfiilf 
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Chearful, or fad, howe'er my days 
I pafs, to thee I owe no praifc, 

To tUee impute do blame : 
The grove, the hill, th' cnamcU'd green, 
Without thee, charm ; each gloomy fccnc, 

With thee, looks iViil the fame.. 

Frankly I own, diou dill arc fair; 
But yet, n\ethink6, there others are 

Whofe charms with thine might vie : 
Excufe me — in that lovely face, 
I fpy a fault, that fecm'd a grace 

To my once partial eye. 

When from my bread I wrenchM the dart, 
I blufh to think my tortur'd heart 

Was cleft alraoft in twain ; 
Who would not fome fharp pain endure. 
The wounds of llighted love to cure. 

And be himfclf again ? 

The lime-caught bird would rather chufc 
Some plumes, than liberty, to lofe ; 

Time foon that lofs repairs : 
In vain we to retake him drive, 
The (hy, cxperienc'd fugitive 

Eludes all future fnares. 

Becaufe thou art my frequent tbemci 
Perhaps fome latent fpark may feem 

Still in my bread to burn $ 
Nic£, when dangers are no more. 
As often as we talk them o'er. 

Our pains to pleafures turn. 
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The foldicr thus, from cruel wars 
Returning, loves to count his fcars^ 

Fights o'er his part campaigns j 
Thus the fi^lad captive, newly free 
From aJong painful flavery. 

Delights to ihew his chains. .. 

To pleafe myfelf I Calk, nor care 
Whether thou think 'fl mc now finccrc^. 

Or what: thy thoughts may be ; 
I alk not if my numbers pleafe, 
Or if thy bofom be at eafe,. 

If c*er thou talk 'ft of me. 

Which, of us two wants comfort moft ^ 
Thou haft a conftant lover loft; 

I quit a fickle fair : 
Kice, a heart fb true, fo kind 
As mine, is very hard to find j 

Coquettes fwarm every where, 

EPIGRAM, FROM THE FRENCH^ 

T Die with fadnefs, if the blufhing fair 

"*• Thefe eyes adore rejefts her lover's prayer 5 

I die with tranfport, if her gentle ear. 

Is pleas'd her lover's foft complaint to hear. 

How (hall a wretch his fate contrive to (hun. 

Both by her rigour and her fmilea undone ? 

Each way I look, I view my ruin fure. 

Fall by the wound, or pcriih by the cure ? 

CON* 
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TO THE MOST HONOURABLE 
THE MARCHIONESS GREY; 

SENT WITH PHOEBE, A PASTORAL OPERA 

B T D R. JOHN H O A D L Y f . 

Madam, 
TT^ROM polilK*d circles of the fair, 

From gilded domes and tainted air, 
Where Pleafure *s toilfome, Silence loud. 
Retirement but from crowd to crowd ; 
Where Love but drives a trade at beft 
(An alley-broker He profcfs'd,) 
Not giving correfponding hearts, 
But chaffering with his golden darts ; 
Where Innocence the world amazes. 
Her face fcarce known-in public places-; 

'*'' The Reader who brings w'lth him a» inclination to. ht 
plcafcd will not ccnlure mc for the awkward arrangement 
of the few following poems, which came to hand too late to 
be properly incorporated. And if, after all, they are thooght 
lo add more to the bulk than the merit of the volume, let ft 
be recollefted that they do not add to the price. N. 

f Of Dr. Hoadly an accoont may be fecn in ypl. ViJ'ir. 
p. 1 52. He left a great number of MS. vplumes ff.jpft^try, 
^of whicU many were written by himfclf. N» 

Voi>. VI. Z But 
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But chufing — ftill at home — to fharc 
Oue comer of St. James's Square-^ 
' ViLV hence permit the fimple fwain 
To lead thee to the guihlefs plain, 
Where Phoebe, innocent and gay, 
Dares with the dangerous p ailion play > 
And Celia, uninlbu6ted maid, 
Stoops her pure caufe herfcif to plead. 

Nor fcornfully wilt thoq difdain 
The ihepherd's paftime, pyre though plaia. 
Thou (whofe well-cultivated mind. 
Nor for enjoyment too refin'd, y 

Nor others* woes to feel too wife. 
Knows all but Nature to defpife) 
Serene ^alt teach the madding train, 
Falfe pleafure is but real pain : 
Superior to her Sircn-fong, 
Prudent thou glid'ft the ftream along, 
Not carelefs of the baits of youth. 
But ftcady to the pilot, Taiitlu 
With her upon the helm advanc'd. 
In purer joys thou fitt'fl intranc'd. 
And feeft with pity and amaze 
The voluntary herds, that graze 
Th' enchanted fhorjcs of Circe's ifle, 
Transform'd fo foully by her fmile. 

Lady, from all their painted pride. 
Come, let the Shepherd be thy guide : 
He *11 lead thee to the fountain's brink, 
• Wiicre all the Sylvan Mufes drink ^ 

Whofc 
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Whofe fpotlefs and tranflucent face 

Heaven reflects with Heaven's own grace, 

-And pure at once, and yet refin'd, 

Prefents a mirror to the mind. 

He '11 lead thee (go with him along) 

Where Greene's *■ fweet Mirfe attunes her fong. 

And plays her not unufual part. 

Mixing fimplicity with art ; 

Thy Genius fliall according move. 

And, felf- approving, her approve. 

IN^FLUVIUM VULGO DICTUM 

THE NEW RIVER. 

BY DR. TEMPLEMANf. 

■/^ Qui pcrennis fluminc limpido 
^^ Errans per agros, prataque mollia, 
Hortofquc villarum fuperbos 
Fundis opes, generofus amnis ! 
Non toll is iram concitus imbribus, 
Kec ficcat undas Sirius aiftuans : 
Atqui ufqu€ terrarum potenti 
Divitias meditaris urbi. 
Sic vita decurrat mihi fluminc 
Leni, precor, nee tardo necincito 
Curfu, vclut ripas virentes 
Lambis aqua taciturnus amnis* 

* Dr. Greene, Profeflor of Mufic. IX 
\f Of whom, fee vol. VIII. p. 2251 N. 

Za THE 
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THE VISION OF PATIENCE, 

AN ALLEGORICAL POEM, 
SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF 

MR. ALEXANDER CUMING-*, A YOUNG GENTLEMAN 

UNFORTUNATELY LOST IN THE NORTHERN 

OCEAN ON HIS RETURN FROM CHINA, 174O. 

BY M R. S. BO Y S Ef. 

** Nc jaceat nu/lo, vcl ne meliore fcpulchro.** LuCAK, lib. Tiii. 

jf I ''WA S on a fummer's night I lay repos'd, 
"*" In the kind arms of hofpitable Refl ; 

When Fancy to my waking thought difclos'd 
And deep the vilionary fcene imprcft : 

Clofe 

* Mr. A. Cuming was firft fupcrcargo of the Suecla, a 
Swcdllh Eaft India Ihip, which was wrecked on a rock, about 
two miles E. of the illand of North Ronalfha, the non- 
ihernmoft of the Orkney iflands, Nov. 18, 1740. Imnaedi- 
atclyon the fhji's llriking, Mr. Cuming wcrit off in the barge, 
accompanied by the furgcon and fix of the boldeft feamen, in 
.order to di Trover what the illand was, but were never more 
)heard of. Thirty-one of the failqrs were faved out of 100, 
tlie ili.p's coroplira-'iit. C — He was avi elder brother of my 
•worth V t'nci.;* Ji. Cuming of Dorcheller, the Lycidas of p. 
338, and to whom the Ode in p. 340 was addreflcd by Mr, 
Boyle. N. 

f For an account of this ingenious writer, the reader 1$ 
rclcned to the lid volume of this collcAion, p. 163 ; and to 

voL 
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Clofe by my fide in robes of morning-grey 

A form celeftial ftood — or fccm'd to (land ; 
liitranc'd in admiration as 1 lay, 

She raisM with afpe6l calm my feeble hand : 
And while through ail my veins the turtiult ran, 
With mild benignity — dxt placid thus began : 

II. ffjiatUnce 

vol. VIII. p. 288, 289. I win now ad<i an extraft from an 
original letter which in July 1741 he fent to a friend, with 
fome citations from his poem called " Deity." — " I have 
no great reafon t6 brag of the fuccefs of the poem, though 
** The Champion" early recommended it; Divine poetry Is not 
the tafte of the age, but I hope it Ihall be the fupport of 
mine. It is the only fubjeft I now take pleafuie in. I have 
all laft fummer been employed by Mr. Cave in French tian- 
flation, a province highly agreeable to me, ai^d the moft pro- 
fitable bufinefs ftirring. I have been fihce lafc September al- 
moft conftantly with Dr. Douglas in the flaivifli work of in- 
dex-making, alias word-catching: and am only now interrupt- 
ed by his •* Ofteology," which takes up his whole attention, 
and will foon be publifhedj the plates, which are the nobleft 
of the kind I ever faw, being taken from the life. I have 
the profpe£l of having a new tranilation from ttte French in 
a few days ; but Bookfellers are fo und'.ftinguifhing, and Au- 
thors, or rather Scriblers, fo plenty, that Learning, unlefs (<y^' 
ported, bids fair to (larve between them. I hope the bell, 
as I begin to be a little known, and would endeavour, as far- 
as I could, to fupport a good charafter in the literary way,' 
—All I am forry for, is, that the tafte runs ftrong againft 
every thing that is juft and fenfible — unlefs it is confecrated ' 
Z.3, .by 
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11. 

<* Patience my name— of Lachejis * the child, 

** Nor art thou unacquainted with my voice; 
" By me afflifted Virtue fuffers mild", 

" And to th' eternal will fubmits its choice. 
" ®^BM> commiflion'd from the heavenly fphere^ 

*•* IRibme to ftrengthen thy correfted fight y 
** To teach thee yet continued woes to bear, 
** And eye Misfortune in a friendly light : 
** Nor thou my prefent fumn^ons difpbey, 
•^ 3ut che?yrfully prepare to wait me on my way." 

III. " Paugh-^ 

■fcy the infallibility, of a. Pope,^ whofe if>fe Mxit is as much 
rcve»cd as that of his I^olinefs at Rome."— To the fame gen-- 
ttennan, in June 1747) he atfc£tingly laments the lofs of his 
firft wife Emilia,, and defcribes his (itpation as " not wholr 
ly uncomfortable'* He was t]ien at Reading, and employed 
by Mr. Henry in compiling " An Hiftorical Review of the 
TranfaAions of Europe." — " My falary," he fays, " is 
wretchedly fmall (half a guinea a week) both for writing 
the hiftory and corre^^ing the prefs ; but, I blefs God, 1 cnjcy 
a greater degree of health tha;i 1 have known for many years, 
and a ferene melancholy!, which I prefer to.the mpft poignap.c 
icnfations qf plcafnrc I. cvex knew.— ^ All I, figh for, is a 
icttlement whh fpme degree of independence, for my laft 
Iksge^flife, that I may have the comfort of my poor dear 
girl to be near me, and clofe my eyes. I (hould be glad to 
know if you hare fecn my Hiftory, from which you mufl npt 
iXDcA great things, as I haye been overperfuaded to put my 
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III. 

** Daughter of Heaven (methought I llrait replied) 
" Gladly by me thy fummons is obey'd }■ 

<* Content I follow thee, ceieftial guide, 
** Beneath thy fure protcftion" undifmay'd: 

nanic to a compofure, for which we ought to have had at 
teai\ more tim~ and better materials, and from which I have 
neither profit nor reputation to expeft. I am noW beginning 

• TheHirtory of the Rebellion,* a very difficult and invidious 
taik.. All the accounts I hare yet feen are either dffe6Vive, 
confufed, or heavy. I think myfclf, from my long refidcnce 
in Scotland, not unqualified for the attempt, but I apprehend 
it is premature j and^by waiting a yea^- or two,- better materials 
would offer. Some account,. I think, will probably be pub- 
liih«d abroad, and give us light into many things we are 
now at a lofs to account for, I am about a tranllatiou (at 
my leifure hours) of an invaluable French work, intituled, 

* L' Hftoire ITnivcrfcUe,' by the late M. BoiTuet, Bifhop of 
Meaux, and preceptor to the Da.upb-n, eUleft fon of Lewis 
XIV. I propofe only to give his DiflTertations on the An- 
cient Empires) viz. the Egyptian,, Aflyrian, Grecian, and 
Roman, which he has defcribed with furprifing concifencfs, 
and with equal judgement and beauty. I. defign to infcribe 
it to the Rlgiit Honourable Mr. Lyttelton,. one of the Lords 
of the Trcafury., one of the moft amiable men X have ever 
known, and to whofe uncommon goodnefs if you knew my 
obligations, you would efleem him as iiYuch as he deferves.*' 

* Pathnce, the tirft allegorical figure introduced, is here- 
reprefented as the daughter of Neceffityyov Lachtfis^ one of 
the. three Dcilinies. B. 

Z 4 <*Oft 
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** Oft in fharp perils and furrounding woes 

" Thy falutary prefence have I found-; 
** Then lead wherever thy direftion ihows, 
" To diftant feas, or earth's rcniotcft bound : 
** Ready am~I to wait thy purposed flighty 
** Thine be the caie to aft the fovereign wiU aright !**^ 

IV. 

Sudden, enfolded in a fleecy cloud, 

Through yielding air we cut our rapid Avay, 
While the pale moon a dubious light beftow'd. 

Lands as we pafs*d and interniingled -fea : 
Nor ceas'd our voyage, till the bluihing dawn 

DifpelPd the glimmering of the ftarry hoft ; 
And Night's dark curtain by degrees withdrawn. 

We found ourfelves on Tbule'f * iky-girt coaft : 
Where Silence f fits on her untroubled throne, 
As if flic Icftxke world to live and reign algne. 

V. 
Here no invading noife the Goddefs finds, 

High as fhc fits o'er the furrounding deep ; 
But pleas'd (he liftens to the hollow winds. 

Of the fhrill mew, that lulls her evening-fleepi 
Deep in a cleft-worn rock we found her laid. 

Spangled the roof with many an artlefs gem.;, 
Slowly Ihe rofe,.and met us in the fiiade, 

As half difturb'd that fuch intrufion came : 

* Tbu^i'ii here taken for the Orkney Iflcs. B. 
•j- 5/7f»;^, the fccond allegorical pcrfon, and fiftcr of Ptf- 
Utiue, B. 

3. Bwt 
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But at her lifter's fight with look difcrect, 

She better welcome gave, and pointed each a feat. 

VI. 

Wide from her grotto to the dazzled eye 

A boundlcfs profpeft ! lay the azure wafte, .. 
Loft in the fightlefs limit fea and Iky j 

By meafurable diftance faintly trac'd ; 
Whencenow arifing from his wat'ry bed, 

The fun emerging fpread his golden ray; 
When fweetiy Patience rais'd her penfive head, 
And thus the Goddefs faid, or feem'd to fay : 
** Mark, mortal, with Attention's deepeft care, 
^^'The fwift approaching. fccne. the hands of Heavea 
** prepare.? 

VII; 

With look intent, acrofs the fhining void,. 

(An objeft to the weak beholder loft !) 
Jaft in the horizon * a fail I fpied, 

As if fhe made fome long-expefted coaft t 
Kind to her wilhcs blew the weftern breeze. 

As, fwift advancing, o'er the placid main 
She (hap'd her courfe, increafing by degrees. 

Till nearer fenfe made all- her beauties plain j . 
And fhew*d her on the yielding billows ride, 
Ixi all the gallant trim of ornamental pride ! 

* The pronunciation rather of a failori than of a fch^lan D.'' 

VIII. Thus 
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VIIL 

Thus flew (he onward with expanded fail, 

A fight delightful to the pleafur'd eye ! 
Borne on the wings of the propitious gale, 

Hecdlefs, alas ! of hidden danger nigh : 
The Joyful failor, long on ocean toft, 

Already thought his tedious fuflferings o'er ; 
Already hail'd the hofpitablc coaft, 

And trod in thought along the friendly fhorc : 
When, dreadful to behold ! — dif^ftrous fhock* ! 
Shipwreck'd, at once fhcftruckonav^'aye-cover'drock! 

O Hieaven !— it was a piteous fight to view 

The wild confufion fuddcnly took place ! 
The different geftures of the frighted crew ! 

The fear that mark'd each dcath-difti-a£ted face. 
All one impainon'd iccne of woe appear'd, 

Some wildly rav'd, while others-fcarce could fpeak, 
No order was.obferv'd, no reaft>n heard, 

For mortal palcncfs late on every cheek ! 
I look'd at Patience ! — as Ihe fate me nigh, 
And wonder'^d', as I look'd, to fee her tearlcfs eye • 

X.. 

Again I turn'd«— when, o'er the veficl's fide, 
Diftinft I faw a manly youth appear, 

Launch the oar'd pinnace to the fwelling tide, 
Nor flievv'd his llcady brow a guilty fear! 

* This, fatal accident happened near the ifland of North 
R'onaliba>. the northcrnmoit of the Orkney liles. Bt 

The 
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The fad remainder with a mournful hail 

His juft defign and bold departure bieft ; 
With lifted eye he {pread the (lender fail, 
As if he trufted Heaven to guidie the reft : 
Swift o'er the main the bark retreating ffew, 
And the tall fhrp at once was taken from my view. 

XI. 

Immediate Patience from her feat arofe, 

And all abrupt the tranfient vifit broke j 
While Silencey pleasM, return'd toher repofc, 

With air compos'd,. for never word (he fpokc.: 
Again cloud-wafted we purfuM our way 

Weftward, as gave the alter'd wind to ride, 
When thus, methought, I heard the. Goddefs fay, 

" 'Tis mine to wait yon* boat that braves the tide,. 
" For well, alas, too well I now forefcc, 
^ Much need yon voyagers will quickly have forme.'* 

XII. 

Driven on tlie pinions of the eaftern wind 
O'er many a feagirt ille, and" rocky coafl:. 

We left bleak Shetland's* Ihadowy hills behind;. 
To watch the little bark in ocean toft : 

* The pinnace was probably driven into the Great Ocean 
that lies to the weftward of the Ifles of Orkney &nd 
Shetland^ where it periihcd. B. 

lOE. 
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For now from fight of land diverted clear, 

They drove unccitain o*er the pathlcfs deep, 
Nor gave the advcrfe gale doe courfe to fteer, 
Nor durft they the defignM direftion keep : 
The gathering tempell quickly rag'd To high, 
The.wave-encompafs'd boat but faintly reach'd my eye. 

XIIL 

Yet could I mark, amidft the noify waftc. 

The peaceful exit blamelefs Virtue gave ; 
Calm fate the youth in the loud threatening blaftj 

And firm prepar'd liim for his wat'ry grave f 
One fond regard, his lateft debt, he paid, 

Eaftward, to Caledonia's native fhorc; 
And thus (mcthought) in dying accents faid, 

** Farewell my country I" — he could fay no more* 
For the wild furge with rage devouring fpread. 
And whelm'd the haplefs youth in Ocean's liquid bed. .' 

XiV. . 

Then Patience meek, as from my rending heart. 

She heard deep utter'd the expreilive fighs, 
'< Seeft thou (flic faid) that youth's undaunted part, 
** Who yonder ev'n in death unvanquifh'd lies ? 
" There view the bleft effe6ls from Virtue flow, 

** The cow'rd from Fate to Ihameful Safety flies; 
** The truly valiant dares to meet the foe, 

" Nor flirinks from danger, but with honour dies : . 
« For guilt of all defence difarms the flave, 
** But. innocence in death fupports the good and brave. . 

XV. Yet, : 
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XV- 

-*' Yet, e e yon fetting fun his light renew, 

** Shalt thou behold the decent honours paid 
** To the pale corfe now floating in thy view, 

" And fee it in the earth lamented laid ; 
** For though he dies from each expe£Hng friend, 
** Whofe vows were offered for his fafe return^ 
** The mournful ftranger o'er his grave Hiall bend, 
" The blufliing virgins weep around his urn ! 
•*' Such privilege his fpotlcfs truth Ihall boaft, 
** Though to your diflant world in dark oblivion loft !** 

XVI. 

The tempeft ceas'd — and all the fober night 

Intent our courfe aerial we purfued ; 
Till as Aurora dawn'd with ruddy light, 

An ifland wc perceiv'd that ftemm'd the flood ; 
No hills, nor trees adorn'd the level foil^ 

Where bleating flocks a plenteous herbage found,;- 
Low lay the profpeft of the bleating ifle * 

With here and there a fpot of tillage-ground : 
By which the humble village ftood defcried, 
Where never enter'd arts, or luxury, or pride ! 

XVIL 

O'er many a fca-green holm we wafted went 
Where undifturb'd the feathcr'd nations lay ] 

* The Faroe Ifles, fubjsdtto Denmark. Sec Bedc's De- 
■fcripuon of them. B. 

Till 
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Till lighting on the plain with foft defcent, 

We faw a reverend form advance our way ; 
And now approaching with an eafy pace, 

The venerable fa^e before us {lands, 
White were his hairs, and chfiarful was his face. 
At once delights his afpcft and commands : 
I felt all cvLTC Aifpended at his view, 
Whom better far than I his kindred Goddefs knew« 

XVIIL 

Of homcipun ruflet was the garb be bore. 

Girt with a velvet feaPs divided Ikin ; 
Of woollen yam the mittens which he wore 

To keep him from the breath of Boreas thin : 
An eafy path along the verdant ground 

Soon to his hofpitable cottage led. 
Ere yet inftru^cd I my error found. 

Nor -knew the caufc my firfl emotion hred. 
Till, as into his clean abode w« went*, 
,Kind Patience whiiper*d me our hoft was call'd Content, 

XIX, 

Sweet was his earthen floor with rufhes fpread, 

Sweet was each fhell-wrought bowl, and wooden 
Sweet was the quilt composed his healthy bed, [difli, 

Nor wanted he for fowl, or lun-dried filh ; 
' And milk of fheep, and turf, a plenteous (lore. 

Which lay beneath his comfortable roof ^ 
Ko ftorms, no accidents, could make him poor. 

He and his hoi*ie, 1 ween, were weather-proof. 

* Cnntentf the third allegorical figure introduced. B. 

A bat. 
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^'batchelor he wonde, devoid of care, 

AVhich made him now appear fo healthy aad Co fair, 

XX. 

LongTihrje with Patience fair difcourfe he held, 

(Oft had the Goddcfs been his welcome gueft) 
Nor (he the friendly intercourle rcpcll'd, 

But the good fire familiarly addrefs'd : 
Thus were we happily converfant Jet, 

When from the neighbouring village xofe a <:ry. 
And drew our hafty fteps where numbers met, 

Like us, appeared to know th£ reafon— why? 
Nor needed anlwer : on the fea-weed fpray, 
Too vifibk rc{)ly ! — the wavc-tofs'd body lay. 

XXL 

Plow flood I fliack*d — when in the femblant face, 

(By death unalter'd, or the cruel flood) 
I could of Lycidas each feature trace, 

Young Lycidas, the learned and the good ! 
'* O Heaven (cried I) what forrows will he feel, 

** X)ebarr*d the promised "hope of thy return? 
** Not ^11 his Ikill the mental wound can heal, 

" Or cure a lois he muft fo juflly mourn 1 
*' How will "he weep when in the ocean-grave, 
<* He hears a brother loft he could have died tofave!" 

XXII. 

Here with obfervant eye, and look ferene. 

Thus check'd the good old man myplaintivcfpeech j 

** Btft in fubmiilicn piety is fecn, 
** Thar lelTon let thy kind condu£lrcfs teach : 

** But 
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<* But left the youth, thy friend bewails, fliould wattt 

■ *' The rites departed merit ought to find, 
•* Let thefe alTembled natives kindly grant 
** The unpolluted grave, by Heaven allign'd : 
** A corpfe that claimed a due interment more, 
•* Yet never wafted wave to Faroe* s guiltlefs (hore !" 

XXIII. 

He faid — obedient to hisjuft commands 
' The zealous youth the breathlcfs body, bear-j 
Some form the fepulchrc with careful hands. 

While round the virgins drop the artlcfs teap. 
Such flowers as Nature grants the ruder clime. 

Such flowers around with pious care they flied. 
And fmg the funeral dirge in Runic rhyme % 

Allotted to the fage, or warrior dead : 
'While as thefe fruitlefs honours are beftow'd, 
-Content with fobcr fpeech his purpofe thus avow*d : 

XXIV. 

•* What boots thee now, loft youth ! that crofs the 
** main, 

" Thou fpread the daring fail from pole to pole, 
** Wealth to acquire, and knowledge to attain ; 

" Knowledge, the nobler treafure of thy foul ! 
<* Beneath the fcorching of the medial line, 

** On Africk's fand, and India's golden coail; 
<* Virtue gave thee with native truth to fliine, 

** Dreft in each excellence that youth could boaft, 

* The inhabitants of all ihefe northern iftcs obfcrve the 
cuftom of finging over the dead. B, 

-« And 
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** And now Ihe gives thee from the wave to rife^ 
** Arid reach the fafer port prepar'd thee in the Ikies. 

XXV. . ' 

•* Y^ take thefc honours, thy deferv*d reward ! 
** Call this xintroublcd fpot of earth thy own ; 
** Here ihall thy allies find a due regard, 

" And annual fweets around thy grave be thrown. 
**.DiEe£ling Heaven ordain'd thy early end, 

■*^ From fraud and guilt to fave thy blarhekfs youth, 
•* To (liow that Death rib terrors can attend, 
** Where Piety refides and holy Truth:' 
** Here take thy reft witlrin this hallow.'d ground, 
** Till the laft trump emit the dead-awakening found!** 

XXVL 

He ceased— attentiye to the words he laid. 

In earth the natives place the honoured clay j 
With holy rites they cover up his head, 

A fpotlefs * grave, where never mortal lay ! 
Charm'd with the fimple manners of the ifle, 

I wifh'd fome further knowledge to receive 9 
Here could have dwelt with old Content awhile. 
And leam'd of him the happinefs to live ! 
When Patience from my fide abruptly broke. 
And ftarting at the lofs, I fuddenly awoke 1 
London^ Sept, 14, 1 741* 

♦ Virgin. B« 
Vol. VI. A a ODE, 
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** Eeddcs iocolumcA precor, 
« £t ferve^ ^nlmae dimidiuiQ meae r* 
'^\ Blowfercnel ye ibft Etefian gale«, 
\^ Curl the gay main, and fill the fwelimg Jail^J 

The guardian vcffel through the deep attend; 
IShine every ^vourafale plane( hright. 
To guWe th<? profp'rous n4vigapon right, 
f Au4 hear ^Q Gallia's fhor? jay happy ft^end 1 
Thence to Lutetia^s walls, a pleafing way. 
Through fcenes by Nature «drefe*d profufely ^y| 

Aufpicieiiis Korttrae liill his paffage guide $ 
Till Ah arrived he views the wond'rotis town. 
Which all ?gree unprejudicM to own 

At once fair Europe's en«ry and it« piidel 
There wMc his thoughts «icpk)re th' amazing pl^m 
Of pow'r divine,— -the microcofin of man^ 

From every danger fliield his {pptlefs youth ! 
With manly ftrength his grQwing virtue ai*m. 
To break like force of every Siren charm, 

And keep untainted all his native truth. 
When views of pomp or bright proceflions rife. 
When Louvre or Veriai}le8 encha^^sthe eyes. 

The grand alTembly or the royal train ! 
Oh Liberty 1 thy faithful pro^peft lend. 
To Britain's iile his calm rcHcflion bend. 

And fay, that Slav'ry makes the fplendor mean, 

Whem 
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ALEXIS. 

The charge I fubmit to — I own they '^re my fricnd^> ', 
Their agreeable converfc fair Virtue commends. 
With their fenfc and good humour my woes I relieve. 
And with them for an age I unwcary'd could live^ 

PHYLLIS. 

Miranda's tine voice and good humour for me, . 
IWy coftirade fhc is, and my comrade Ihall be ! 
In fpite of all fcandal, I *11 live with her ftili, 
And let the world ccnfurc, or lay what it wili. 

A L E X I s- 
But what if, dear Phyllis, this diff'rence fliould end, 
Suppofe, for your fake, I abandoned my friend. 
And, in fpite of my judgement, too biafs'd my vicw^ 
Rclinquilh'd the world to be bury'd with you. 

fome poems printed in his fecond volume ; and in the Gen- 
tleman's Magazine for 1741, p. 380, there is one to Hilaria 
on the death of her elder filter CUrifla ; of which Boyfe thus 
fpc2ks in a letter already quoted : ** I am forry any part of 
your letter Ihould be cruel or difagreeable to- me — Yet fuch, 
greatly fuch, was the news of Glariifa's death. It aflx.>cte«l 
Mrs. Boyfe ib, that, on reading it, fhc acd the letter dro(>ped. ' 
together! — Never was greater fweetnefs inlhrinpd in th* 
tomb. My next will convey you my fenttmcnts on fo dear^ 
fo affet^ing a fubje^l ^ and, ts I ^ddrefs them to my admired 
Hilaria, I hope you will convey them to that once happy, 
but judly difcpnfolate, family. They wijl, J hope, be fuch 
as gratitude dilates, and her virtues deferve.*' — It was in this 
family that the friendly communicator of thefe anecdotes , 
became atqu aimed' With Mr. Foyfe about the latter end of 
the yiaf 1732. "N, 

Aaj ^Yix\.\*\^* 
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f H T & L I t. 

Though Miranda's ftill conftantly pleaiing and gajf^ 
Thqugh her notes far exceed rfl the roufic of May, 
And though you, like old Ocean, look muddy and four. 
Our ancient alliance I '11 gladly reftore, 
Aud refoive that till death we will differ no more. 



• J 



ALEXIS^ 

No, Phyllis, though kind, that conceifion won't take,. 
I ne'er cai> confent our joint fritndsnto forfak^,. 
Who in making of treaties forget their allies, 
Will never b« reckoned or honeft, gr wife. 

P H Y V L f S. 
Then be judg'dby the rule you've fo grav«ly laiddowni 
Nor hope that Miranda my heart iholl difown. 
With her, gentle heaven, grant m^ freedom; to rove. 
While Friendihip ihalt pay me the intereA of. Love. 

A L £ X L 8. 
Beware, charming Phyllis, a^ fatal miftake,. 
Where intereft 's the motive, there frifindfliip is weak. 
'Tis Virtue alone can efhiblifh the tie. 
Through life ftill unbroken, which holds when we die.. 
The tafte may be.modifh, yet itc'er-caftll^ long» 
To lofe an old lover, to hear a,new fong. 
If novelty chamut you, dtiighted'in change, 
Fmm pLcafurc to pleafure oh long may you range. . 
For me, from henceforth on fome; quieter Aore, 
Where Fortune and Love (hall diftuirb me no more,^ 
Ij'U feek in retirement the noblefl of joys, 
*Xu,timfi muil difcover the tcuth of each choice. 

fiPl&TLE 
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Wheh artful Beauty iays rfic feiJikJt rnare, 
Inili^6thimy'£liciidly <Bk>d4«fs, to be\varoy 

Defend him from «ach' CBptiVating art! 
For tlvcrc fair Vcnws holcls her fov'rcign court. 
There all her want^ fportive Loves refort, ' '■ 

And in a thouliind foi tas iiirprife tlie iieait, 

"Yet, Goddefs! let him, as intent he "fees 
That airy nation's native (kill to pteafe. 

Shun the rcfte£kion of the mimic glafei 
"Of all the Britons I have ever lecn, 
. Who ap'd the graces of the Gallic mien, 

Scarce one but chronicled htmTclf an afs. 
"Yet that poUtencfs of the trudl kind, 
Which both «d0rn« and cultivates the min(|. 
This kt his careful ftudy borrow thbncc ! 
Manners from hence new ornament wccivu^ ' 
"To knowledge this docs double luilre give. 

And crafrel hnilhcs the man of ienlc. 
:Sometimes from crowds retired if chance he flrayj^ 
Where Seine along th' Elyfian meatlows plays. 

Let forae kind Gciiius ^vhiljper in his ear, 
cHow many vows for 1ms fucccls are paid, 
jHow many for hisfafc return are made. 
How many thick his abfcncc tedious here. 

'But, oh, 4^ harih, my fr.kii4 ^ thefe^preecpts flcw# 
The fpcctous coverings of my fccret woe. 

While Fortune's partial favour I accufc* ' 
Who, xv^hen my iorrows necdod ihoftjifrientf,' 
Was plcas'-il in thee the precitmsgift tb l«hd, 

Mnlicioins bounty ! bti bcftow'dto fejfe. ^"!^^ - ■ ^ -^ ^ 
A « 1 Olif 
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Oh, no, forgive, the fapred {tie I wrong? 
Where Virtue binds, the mutual union ibong. 

DiHancc, Misfortime, Time and Fate defies ; 
From Pole to Pole, from Ganges to the Thame, 
Immortal Friendihip Spreads th' ethcrial flame 

For ages ftill the fame, and never dies ! 

£Jifia, Aug. »i, 1735. 

Amico opt. W. C. nvsAus hoc doloris Ic 
gratitudinis cioiuiineiMuna P. 

HORACE AND LYDIA, B. III. O. IX. IMITATED. 
BY MR. B O Y S E*. 

ALEXIS. 

"ITTHILE, Phyllis, tranfported I lay in your arms, 
^ ^ And, poffefs'd of your fondnefs, was blcfs'd in 
your charms. 
On Wealth and Ambition with fcorn I look 'd dowii, 
INor envy'd great Lewis that bauble, his crown. 

PHYLLIS. 

While faithful with me you d(li«^htcd at home. 
As happy was I, as the Pope is at Rome ; 
But now ntw acquaintaince your fancy miilead. 
And Peter's folk f never arc out of your head. 

ALEXIS. 

* Written on a flight temporary jarring bttwccn Boyfc 

and bU wife, whom he thought too much attached to Mifs 

Atchefon, her filler, a woman, to fay no worie of her, of aa 

ecjuivocal charafter. C. ■ 

f By P^^ttrjfolk, is meant the hofpiubk and agreeable 
^roiiy of a Mr. Stewart, a Dkerchant In Bdirtburgh ; who 
had two amiable daughters^ to whom Mr. Boyie addnefed 

fome 
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t>N THE EXTRAORDINARY EXECUTION 

CF CAPT. JOHN PORTEOUS •'', SEPT. 7, 1736^ 

BY MR. BOYSE. I 



« Ncc lex eft juftior ulla, 

** Qaam occis anificcs arte poire fua.** 

*' By tlieir own arts, 'tis righteoufly decreed, 
" The dire artificers of death ihali bleed.'* 

"PORTEOUS ! thou ftrong example, timely given, 

"*• How Sovereigns lliould employ the power of heaven; 

Thy wanton hands a fanguine deluge Ipread, 

Thy country's equal voice pronounc'd thee dead ^• 

But tools like thee were thought fuch uleful things. 

That fordid greatnefs mov'd all fecret fpnngs ; 

In vain the great applied, the court repriev'd. 

Eternal Juftice thought too long you liv'd ; 

Mercy grew vain ; when fuch a crime grew flight, 

'Twas time the .people lliould alTert their right, 

Yet let the Mufe the juft encomium draw, 

Sclf-injur*d, how they kept the fight of law, 

The^gentlcnefs, denied their fellows, gave. 

And left thee time to arm thee for the grave : 

lA't none behold thy exit with regret. 

You died, the nobleft way, a public debt : 

uVIay the auipicious omen rife in you, 

And villains (fcrcen'd however) meet their due! 

^ See his cataftrophe at Edinburgh, and the canfe of it, 
lu the Gent. Mag. for that year, p* 54 9* IX 

$ TO 
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TO THE LADY MARCHIONES& GR£S^. 

BY THE HON. MISS MARGARET YQRKE«. 

"HpHY ihades, Vacuna^ and thy verdant meads, 
"*■ The feat of 'Heroes famM forvaliant deeds. 
Demand the fong. O .gentle Gran ! hear i 
To a young Bard a few fhort moments {pare : 
Be thou my ^ufe, and with one gracious iinilc ' 
Reward and animate the ttinefultoil. 
And O ! infpire my verfc, while it recites 
Vacuna's much^lov'd elegant Hclights : 
* Whether cmbowei"d in ihady groves we walk. 
Or in the Temple of chafte Dian talk; 
Or if with laughter dear the dome refounds, 
When Wray the ear with uncouth phrafcs wounas-; 
3f now the fprightly Bam our wit employs, 
Mow graver ftudics .give more folid. joys : 
If lightly on the green we -jocund dance. 
Or round the fpacious garden choofc to prance; 
W^hcthtr the letting- fun-beam's golden fiie, 
Or Cynthia's paler beauties we admire ; 
:StiU Innocence and Virtue lead the round, 
With Mirth and Pleafure all our flays are crown'd. 
And O ! if He»ven will hear my ardent prayer. 
And grant a wilh, which from my bofom ne'er 
Shall be rcmov'd — long may thefc fiiades obey 
The mild commands of her, whole name adorns this la^' 

^g^A 1 747' 

♦ Second daughter of -the late Earl of Hard wick e. She 
married Sir Gilbert Heatheote, Bart, and di(^ in child-bed, 
i'i*f6<). Thefe vcrfcs were written at -the 9se of fourteen years 
»tnl a half. A D* 
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EPrS.TLE TO Hl^NRY BROOKE*, ESQs- 

BY MR. B O Y S £• 

'T^IOUGH 'mkW the creel ftorm of piffidni wif, 
"*• I view the fiiore, and'iigh for fefety left, 
\t^hik* every dtftant hope of good^is gone. 
And, left by <hcc ! 'tis joy to l>c und^me. 
Oh ! read the thought where no dtfign has part, 
The laft faint. p.urpofe of my wretched heart j 
Long had between us (in a moment torn) 
Th6 holy band of Friendfliip'fr foith bceft worn : 

I.daim'dr. 

* " In 1738/' fays the gentleman to- whom' I am obligedi 
far this poem, ** Mr, Boyfe <fid- me a . rca* fsrour by intro- 
ducing me to the acquaintance of the amu^ie and tngenwvKi 
Mr. Brooke, the suthor of * OuAavuc Vafa.' I Tifited Mtd^ 
Brooke almoft every day while he was-compoling that tra- 
gedy ; I perufed it, fceoe by fceDe,.as it was written. On that.: 
account perhaps, and the efteem whioh I bear to the anthor^ 
Ivmay bebiaf&d.in its firvovir ; ; but I do n6t think that ».t 
tragedy of equal merlt^has appeared fincc that time* I<] have 
now by me the four firft a£tt of it in manufcript^ giTea m* 
by the author, before the fifth was finifhed. Duringpurac* 
quaintancc, poor Bdyfe, by his irregularities, fomehow gave 
cfience to Mr. Brooke, who for a^ time declined" his viiitv. 
Boyfe, fenfiblc of his fault, (for no man's repentance was mors 
poignant ibr the tsme, but| alas! it was brief and fleeting) 
addvefled to Mr^.Broolee this penitentiary epiflle, which, 
vricH a fokmn pHMk «f amendnenti reflored him to fav<our. 

— Boyfii 
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I claimed the blifs, fo happy once ^\as I, 

Dear to your bread, and cherifhM in your eye : 

Now loil the privilege, (hall one fhort day ' 

Snatch all the labour of our lives away? 

But oh, I err! I am not what I teem, 

Friendlhip can ne'er fubfift without eUccm ; 

Death were my choice, if heaven my choice approv*d'. 

More eafy than to lofe the friend I lov'd : J 

Happy in this, that to your better care 

I gave a friend, will never lofe his fhare, ' 

Whofe truth will ftill in9reafe, the longer known^ 

Whofe faith, whofc gopdnefs, arc fo like your own i I 

Fergot, I blefs you, — 'if this wifh fucceeds, j 

Then live Guflavus, though Arvida bleeds ? 1 

^-Boyfe was a mAii of no party : "whatever were his private fen- ' 

timents, bis public politlcafi crerd was influenced by his ne- 
ccifities. In regardto his perfun^ he was. 9f a middle ^ze, 
of a- thin habit, flovenly in his drefs,. which was incrcafed' 
by his ncceilities, very near-iighted, and his hearing imper- 
fe£l ; thefe circumftances, added to his natural diffidence,, 
and his not having- been accuftomed to appear in gnod com- 
pany bi}t as neceflkous, and a mendicant, gave him an awk- • 
ward fbecpiih air, which by no means prejudiced flrangers in 
his favour. His liberal tranilation of Voltaire's ^rec epiflles 
on Happinefs, Freedom of Will, and Envy, are well execu- 
ted. They were publilhe<l, without his name; in the year 
1738 ; but I am a good witnefs they were writieii by him j for,. 
when finilhed, as his cloath* were then dcpoiiccd at the pawn- 
broker's, I treated with the late Mr. Dod;}ej for the mina*- 
fci'ipt, of whom X couid only obtain a pooi; Vwo^uinets." Tht 
iUcets were f«nt to mc from the p' efs for corxeftion." C. 

O N 
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ADDITIONAL NOTES. 

VoL.V. p. 302. ** Dr. Br*dyaKcmpt«liablankTcrfcatran(l«- 
«tion of the Enelil) whicb, when dragged into the world, did not 
clive long enough to cry* I have never feen it ; but that fuch 
a verfion there is, or has been, perhs^s fome old catalogue 
informed me. — ^With not much better fuccefs, Trapp, whea 
Ikis Tragedy and his Preleftions had given him Kpotation^ 
-attempted another lilank vcriion of the Eneid ; R> whicliy 
notwithftanding the -flight regard with which it was treated, 
he had afterwards pericverance enough to add the Ecioguct 
^nd Georgicf . His book may continue its cxiftence as lonfr 
•8 it is the^clandeftine refoge of fchooiboys;" Da. Jobksom* 

Vol. VI. p. £2. 'Since the accouot of Mr. Hardinge WM 
printed, his fon has oli)igedthe learned world with a curioQf 
4ittle volume of his father's ** Latin Verfcs ;** amongA 
'Which is a corrc^ed copy of the Ode in p. S5 of this volumo* 
It was written atXnowle Hill in 1739^ and addreflcd « t# 
•** Stephen Poyntz, Efq. Preceptor to the Duke of Cumbor- 
**' Isnd." The correction coniifts of the following enlarge- 
jDent of the iixth and fcventh ftanzas into four : 

Infant entis non populi icelus> 
MoA ItaloMim cantibui et choris 
Aflueta, virtutifque verx 

Immemor, & patriae, juventus* 
Jam feflus urbem longaque curiae 
<Ge(lit (enator prselia linquerc;; 
Oblitus irarum paternos 

Luftrat agrosy avibus timendus* 

4 Wal- 
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Walpolus arvis & laribus noTis 
Au^as aviti lufirat opes foli, 
Fc(f aque jam dignus quicte 
Per vacuas fibi vivit boras. 

Luces Elberxy dxdala qua fuum 

datura gfftit vinccre Ketitium^. "* 

JVIolamque labentcm, domiimque 
Pict iam repetic Pclbaaius. 

Mr. Hard Inge, it is faid, tranflated this Ode, and at the 
/amc t'ltftc engaged Dr. Davies to make another tranAa- 
tiun. Both arc preferved, and printed in a volume o[ Eng- 
lish vcrfes which I have not had the pleafure of feeing. 
The Latin poems are of various dates ; fome of them 
fchool exercifcs at Eton in 1717^ 1718; others at Cam- 
bridge 1719 — 1722; a poem on the death of his eldcfl 
fon, 1 746 ; an epitaph on his father (George Hardinge, M. A.) 
1750; one fmall poem in 1754; and epiftles to fcveral of 
his friends between 1730 and 1750. I mention thefc fo mi- 
nutely, as the volume in which they are printed has been 
cuculaied only among a few friends. 
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